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DEEPER. 


IfTO THE SECRETS OF 
THE LAND oF OOO 
with this mysletinus mash-up of 
The Bachiridiqn (the ancient herots 
handbook, as featured on the series) 


and Marceline*s private scrapbook. 


[t's fike having two books in 
ont... Becaust it ts byo Books in 
one! Dowtt believe i? Just peek 
moder the dust jacket! Go ahead. 
We'll wail.... 


When you've finished reading The 
fsachiridion, flip the book over 
and dig in te Herey’s Super deeret 
Serpbioed'! Or vice versa! [tts 
your call where to start. We'd 
sugeest you rad ffte Aneftirifton 
first, but why listen to us? 


All-new, gorgeous, hilarious, and 
gratesque Mustratiens? Ancient 
wizard lore, spells, curses, and 
jokes? Scribbles from and souvenirs 
ot a cute demon girl growing up? 
Goofball commentary by Finn, 
Jake, Marceline, and the Ice King? 
Cheek, cheek, check, check please! 


Trom the same creative team behind 
the .Vew Fort Times bestselling 
idventire Time facycfopacdia, this 
in-world compendium of all things 
Qooian is a humor-, paradox-, and 
literary contrivance—filled teme true 
to the imagination, innevation, and 
heart of cfdverndere Dire. 
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From the Office of 
Simon Petrikov 


Graduate Teaching Assistant and PhD Candidate 
The Department of Antiquarian Studies and Ancient Artifacts 
UNIVERSITY OF PETROGRAD 


DEAREST BETTY, 


ON My RECENT EXPEDITION TO ISLAMABAD, IN A SECRET VAULT IN 
THE HINDU KUSH MOUNTAINS, I DISCOVERED AN INCREDIBLE ARTIFACT— 
AN ANCIENT BOOK KNOWN AS “THE ENCHIRIDION.” LABORATORY ANALYSIS 
OF THE PAPER AND INK INDICATES SOME OF THE PAGES IN THE SECOND 
HALE OF THE BOOK PREDATE RECORDED HISTORY AND ARE COMPOSED 
OF PLANT DNA UNKNOWN ON EARTH. 


STRANGEST OF ALL, HOWEVER, THE BOOK CLAIMS ITS ORIGINS ARE 
OTHERWORLDLY (OR “OTHER DIMENSIONAL"). IT SAYS THE EVENTS AND 

THE PROPHECIES WITHIN IT REFER TO A COMPLETELy DIFFERENT PARALLEL 
UNIVERSE, PART OF A MUCH LARGER “MULTIVERSE,” AND THAT SOME 

CONTENT MAy BE ‘MAGICALLY INTERPOLATING ITSELF INTO THE BOOK’ 
(WHATEVER THAT MEANS)! OF COURSE IT ALL SOUNDS PREPOSTEROUS, 
BUT PM STILL INCREDIBLY EXCITED. IF THIS IS THE REAL DEAL, IT MAy BE 


THE GREATEST ARCHAEOLOGICAL TEXT EVER DISCOVERED! TLL HAVE TO 
DO A BIT MORE RESEARCH BEFORE 1 FORMALLY ANNOUNCE IT. I KNOW 
WE ARE BOTH WELL ACQUAINTED WITH MANy ARCANE STUDIES, RITUALS, 


AND ARTIFACTS, BUT BELIEVE ME WHEN I SAY WENVE NEVER SEEN 
ANYTHING AT ALL LIKE THIS. 


THAT'S ALL IVE GOT RIGHT NOW. I'LL ROLL UP My SLEEVES TONIGHT 
AND SEE IF I CAN MAKE HEADS OR TAILS OF fT. 


yOu LOVING 
SIMON 
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IF YOU ARE A HERO 
STUDENT READER 


(AS OPPOSED TO A WIZARD STUDENT READER): 


the fact that this Book is in your possession indicates thal you 
have bravely sealed the Mountain of Cragdor and defeated the 
Manly Minotaur to obtain this Precions Book as a prize.* 


CONGRATULATIONS. 


The tunehiridion is a practically unreadable volume crafted to drive 
the lazy or neurotic Student Reader completely mad. As noted on the 
Title Page, It has been abridged and edited throughout the ages lo 
Its present length from the original 6,600,903 pages, nut counting 
a perhaps spurious chapter mexplicably listing hundreds of chicken 
pul pie recipes. 
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NOW, O STUDENT. 


hear with us as The fonchérédion silts through your thoughts to discover 
The Question Concerning It, which is poised on the Cusp of your 
Consciousness. To ensure your underslanding, we shall answer your 
question using common vernacular casily understandable to even the 
most obtuse Student Reader. ‘To wit: 





aU aa 


new Flip-flops! 


HEY, WHAT’S UP WITH THIS BOOK? 


Jict’s put it right out there: This Book is Mysterious. 

Why? Because This Book was compiled by Mysterious, Unknowable 
Seribes (that's Us'} in Your Distant Past through Mysterious, Unknowable, 
Inscrulable Means. 

Here*’s the point: [In the succeeding centuries, The Prcftiridion wil! 
| be hidden and secretly passed dewn fram Hero to Here, from Wizard 
| to Wizard, from Wizard to Hero and Hero to Wizard, through the Pages 

of Time, until, after Unnumbered Eons, It cyentually reaches You. For 
You, O Reader, are the Gne prophesied to read This Book at This 
Very Moment, from the Beginning of Time. 


Er Berl 
ie a tame od 
eet) 
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Peele eae cd 
book to LSP 
and Sonnibel 
Pr Rae ett 
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But more on that later. 


* Luless, of vourse, pou didn't, and you eblained il by seane other oewis—like, so, sieahiog tuo the 
cast: and stealing it, in which vase vou should Le ashamed of yoursel? 
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EAlAhwearannn M gMTHUMTLeTinneanvnviee 


THIS MystTicAL Book HAS POWERFUL SPELLS 
CAST ON EACH AND EVERY PAGE BY WIZARD 


IF YOU ARE UNWORTHY, 
STOP READING now! 


AATEC TE 


IF YOU ARE UNRIGHTEOUS, 
EVERY TIME YOU TURN A PAGE, 


TINY GNOMES 


(Who Reside Within the Spine of this Book and Are Jealous of People Who Can ee) )- 
WILL DESTROY A POOR OLD LADY. Sica 


@A WHY? 


BECAUSE THEY CAN. yj 


80 STOP TURNING PAGES, UNRIGHTEOUS READER! 
YOU'RE STILE DOING IT! 


CAN YOU NOT HEAR THEIR MUFFLED SCREAMS?! 
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MURDERRER! 
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REGARDING THE MYSTERIOUS SYMBIOSIS 
BETWIAT HEROES AND WIZARDS 


METHODS AnD METHODOLOGY 
FOR NOVICE HERGES SEEEING A WIZARD MENTOR 
INCIUDING ARCANE INCUNABULA 
on AOW TO BRBECOME 4 RIGHTEGUS HERG 


AS WELL AS SUNDRY TIPS, TRICKS, CHEATS, 
SHORTCUTS, anD AMUSEMENTS 


A WARNING AND AN EXPLANATION: 


1. JA DACHNMHON 18 ‘THE MOST DANGEROUS Book in LITE 
MEDTIVERSE. Exencisc EXTREME caution WHILE READLMG LT. 
2. A QUESTION WLLI. ARISE LX THE Minn oF THE Diserewine Reape. 
To Wit: Ey WHAT UBIMAGINABT.E SORCERY IS THIS Faak WRITTEN 1s 
YOUR BATIVE TOAGUE? Wy LS 1T BOT WITTEN LX THE CHYPTIC, ABCAKE 
LANGUAGE OF ANCIENT Wisasps? THe answir, ¢} READER, 1s SIMPLE: 
A SPE WAS HERES CASE UPON 11. SPECIFICALLY, THE SPE. a6 
PROV LAYER, TIS EXCHANTMENT AUTOMATICALLY TRANSLATES OCR 
AsCicaT WiAanD LAnGHAGE INTO TI READERS ELD AY USIRG TLE 
Iniows ann StlanG rio Tae Cone oF THe Reancies Consciusxcss, 
Beat, Wl? 


S| KEEP IT TIGHT 
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THE MOST EMPORTAN'E TELENG a Ilero Wannabe needs 
to find is a Wizard Mentor—somebody adept in mayieal arts (or 
somebody with major smarts), to send the [lero Wannabe on 
Iiersic Quests, Missions, Voyages, Journeys, lxpeditions, Travels, 
Campaigns, Adventures, Explorations, and so on and so forth. 

Make no benes about it: Wizards are old and lazy, se there's 
no way theyll ever go on a Mission themselves. Would a Wizard 
go on a Mission to the corner store to huy eggs and maybe some 
fresh fruit? Not a chance. Especially if they’ve got a Hero ready 
to take orders and jump at their every whim. 

That's right, yon heard it here first: 90 percent of the time, 
Heroes are just yofers for axy Wizards. Sorry, guys, but get used 
to it. The Multiverse isn’t necessarily a fair place; it just és. 

Because Wizards are such Jazy layabouts, however, they need 
Heroes in order to get important stuff done. ‘Thos the Eero and the 
Wizard form a symbiotic relationship. The Ancient Saw extolls: 


Wizrrns axy Feros Srrrxc is A TREE 
K-i-§-S-7-N-G 


Por Oye Wrruovr tir Orurn Caxnnor Br. 





Gross, right? I mean, who needs to hear about Heroes and 
Wizards kissing? Ilowever, it does convey a Manifest ‘Trnism: 


fierors ann Wizarps Neco facu Orr. 
Wirrnbtr a Wizaan, a Hiro fs Noruine. 
AND Vice VASA. 
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WHICH IS 
WHICH? 


HERO 


A TYPICAL HERO is a person or creature of great physical 
strength, energy, and/or agility who can’t seem to calm down, 
stay in line, or keep his/her/its butt m one place when there is 
so much world to save. (Presutming it deserves to be saved). 

Without some form of challenge or activity to engage their 
lrenetic constitutions, Elerocs incvitably grow restless and often go 
looking for treuble. Unlike smelly Wizards, Heroes enjoy bathing, 
because they sweat a lot (especially when exploring jungles, flee- 
ing from Monsters, or indulging in vigorous mountaintop sword 
fights). Key words: /etion. Hygiene. Pimotionad. 


WIZARD 


Wizards tend te be old, skinny, bearded (sometimes even the 
fernales), unattractive, physically uncoordinated, and foul-smelling. 

Generally speaking, Wizards are super lazy. Lefl on their own, 
they prefer to hang out and watch TY or play video games. Yes, 
on rare occasions a Wizard will cast Spells or send a Hero on 
a Mission. But Wizards will only do that stuff as a last resort, 
such as when a giant asteroid is headed straight for a Wizard’s 
house, or when a Wizard is hankering for a dragon-mcat hoagie. 
Key words: Lazy. Unwashed. Logica. 






























THE SEVEN RULES 
FOR BEING 


A RIGHTEOUS HERO 


| The greatest Heroes always bend or break the Rules, as long 
| as it doesn’t hurt anybody (except maybe Monsters and Bad ma 
| 


Guys). But let's start with Rule Number One anyway: aa te 
leer tT Ca ' 
Cee a 
Pm La 

ee err 


Le eee col Pooper ie | 
Het say the word eek ae 
cetae | 1. GO FOR IT ea 
aap A Righteous Hero ts guided by a form of visceral, raw, illogi- Z r 


ges LL cal intuition known as courage. While Wizards are calenlating and 







is 

















precise, a tlero displays an impulsive, reckless abandon, especial- Aaa 
Peas ly in the face of impossible odds. Thus the First Rude for Ueroes praares 
Hi z p ie é er Ss 

ec leatt) iss Go for if, But since a Hero hates Iules, if you can figure out nae 





lel : : ; i 
Peat how to just kick back, relax and act ga for it, go for it. 


2 WINnhniInG IS AWESOME 


Ifa Monster is destroymg a Village and a Hero steps up, 
fights it, and suffers an ignominious defeat, the technical term for 
that Hero is a “Loser.” The Righteous Hero mains. But sinve a 
Hero fetes Rules, if you can figure out a way to be a “Loser” Marcehne, 1) 
and still quietly defeat the Monster without getting any credit an 
or anyone even knowing about it, gu for ef. 











Lattin o  | 
3. KEEP IT LIGHT ees 
As long as no harm’s done, a Mera should be able to have i 7 
jen while fighting Evil. Doing the Right ‘Thing need not always 
be a deadly serious undertaking. Hf playing tricks, pranking 
friends, and goofy disguises help you stay awake and engaged, 
then have at it! A generous sense of humer and playful attitude 
can actually be a great help, as they require a wider perspective 
and comfort with the Inherent Absurdity of the Physical World. 
But since a Hero fetes Rules, if you can figure out a way to 
be carnest and ultra-foeused and not be a jerk, go fur ét. 
But good luck on that one. 
















4. DOWM’T FREAK OUT 
AT MISTAKES 


Hate being wrong? Say good-bye to being a Hero. The sickest 
attitude is to Zi#e being wrong, because then anything you try is 
OK. If something doesn’t werk, so what? Now you know what 
nef to do next time. 

But since a Hero fates Rules, if you can figure out a way 
to hide your hatred of your own impertections, and if yon can 
pretend you love beng wrong without anyone knowing otherwise, 


ge for ik. 


©o A WIN-WIN IS THE BEST 


(BUT THE MOST BORING) 


Although it's counterintuitive, a Lighteous [lero sometimes 
wants a Monster to win, too, A vanquished Monster can’t lend 
you money when you're broke or help you clean np the back- 
yard when you throw a Here barbecue. Se a Win-Win allows, 
for the practical-minded, the possibility that a Monster or Bad 
Guy might eventually become your buddy, which is always the 
best for a Hero in the long run. (Vhis Rule, O Hero Leader, 
known to experts of Ilera Lore as “The Most Boring Rule” and 
sometimes relerred to as “The Bule That Sucks,” is the trickiest 
to pull off and sometimes only doable when you get elder, se 
don't sweat it.) 

But since a Eero fates Rules, if you're cool with aéways 
smiting Monsters and Bad (suys instead of ever even remotely 
entertaining the possibility ef making them happy, go fer if. 


Oo’. A WIN-WIN IS LAME 


Let's face it, O Reader, Rule 5 could be considered rather 
alfensive. Because of Rule 5, our offices at The Enchiridion, Inc. 
have been getting a lot of rocks and old shoes thrown threugh 
aur Windows. Therefore, please consider this: Whereas baying a 
Beast for a Buddy sevrds cool, staying a Beast is possibly the 
coolest moment for a Hero. Thus giving a monster a bubble 
bath or taking him out for am tice cream sundae might be consid- 
ered lame. | mean, doesn’t it feel good to jump up and down on 
a Bad Guy's newly planted crop of kumquats? Should not 
evil-docrs be expected to pay for their meanness and jerkish 
actions? ‘Therefore, Prospective Hero, we leave it to You. Da 
you want the Joy of Payback ... or to be your smelly enemy's 


BIE? Pe chesce is Fours. 
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6. RULES ARE BOGUS 


If you are one of those sturdy, upstanding souls whe cannot 
help but leve Rules, whether because Rules feel great rattling 
around in your psyche, or because they manage to give some deep 
mental itches a good scratching, or becanse your parents happened 
to be pretty cool and you would rather not needlessly upsct them, 
or simply because your whole personality is based on a lengstand- 
ing policy of not rocking the hoat—throw this Book away. 

It has been recorded that many heroes on their deathbed 
have suddenly realized that Rule Number Six (also known as 
“The liule That Eats Itself?) cancels out all the other rules of 
How te Be a Kightewus Hero—rules they have faithfully followed 
their entire lives. And if Rule Number Six cancels dsedf out, then 
whal does Rule Number Six ever: mean? 

We're net sure cither, and we wrote it. 

Bat since a Hero fetes lines, if yon can figure ont a way to 
not that let bother you tuo much, or to somehow follow all the 
rules and dreak them at the same time, go for é. 


7 THE RULE OF PRIME 
IMPORTANCE 


At last we come to the Most Important Hule of All. This 
rule is so important, in fact, that shonld some Absurdly Cata- 
clysmic Event reb the Here of all memory, the Hero may still 
; function heroically if he or she had tt * 
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gs. 


HOW TO 
FIND A 
WIZARD 
MENTOR 


A STEP-BY-STEP 
GUIDE rox HEROES 














“RECIPROCITY... THE KEY 
TO EVERY RELATIONSHIP” | | 


AS YOU MUST SURELY KNOW by now, Student Reader, | 
there’s no sense trying to being a Righteous [ero without first 
















scoring a Licensed Wizard as your Mentor. | 
Anyway, here's how it works: To become a Righteous Hero, | 
you'll need some major, high-profile missions under your belt. 
That’s the best way to get the attention of princesses, princes, 
sword dealers, demonic guardians, dream kings, and various other 
movers and shakers you could start networking with. Mission by 
mission, you shal) gradually move up the ranks according to your 


valor, courage, love of fun times, ability to tnck Witehes and We ee 
Monsters, and how many rich people think you’re cool. Dea eT 
: : : f ; anyone wants to have 
Wizards can help with all that stulf. But know this, O Sta- Ps en te 
dent Hero: Wizards are basically super-nerds who use mind tricks ps . peal 
to affect light, sound, energy, and matter, and thereby influence al 


the underlying fundaments of the Material World. In other words, 
they’re tricky, so use Extreme Cantion when dealing with them! 
A few Wizards take things past ordinary guile into outright 
jerkdom, seeking to rip you off or even sacrifice you on an altar. 
Trust us, O Student Reader: The last thing you want is to hook 
up with an Evil, or a Loser, Wizard. To be sale, you should 
definitely Jamiliarize yourself with the following Hero ‘Tips. 















JERK 


During : your Ilero-Wizard ‘Trial 
Period, make sure to extend your 
hand as you’re about to close the 
deal. Ef the old guy has sweaty 
palms, won’t look you in the cye, 
or mumbles under his breath when 
you make your pact, be suspicious. 
Fidgety mannerisms and shifty eyes 
aren’t a guarantee you’re desling 
with a Jerk Wizard, but you should 
at least place yourself on guard and 
have an exit strategy ready. 





| 2. UPON En CO ou n1 TERING 
F¢ FOY [ rE-S mM li EL bi LI W EL AR ] ) 


tt ee You're about to seal a deal with a pretty cvol 

bus) old Wizard, and he leans in close for a celebratory embrace. 
, Suddenly, you want to stab your- 
self in your olfactory receptors. 

Wizards usually know that they 
smell bad. The problem is they 
don’t care. However, sometimes 
the really foul-smelling anes don’t 
know they reck, bevause they have 
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f_ SOMETHING CANE 01 T OF PHM | 


Ey 


allergies or perpetually stuffy nos- 
es. These Scented Terrors blunder 
through life, afflicting enemies and 
allies alike with their foul miasma. 
Therefore, the Smart Hero 
always tests a Wizard's BO level 
before closing a deal. The three 
leading Wizard BO Tests are as 
follows (derived from an ancient 
treatise entitled “Triad of Malign 
Odor-Tests as ‘Tanght by the tere 
Sage Sedgewick the Sniffer”): 
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THE BOUQUET TEST 

When you meet your prospec- 
tive Wizard to make your deal, 
bring a bouquet of flowers. Ask 
the Wizard to point to Orion’s 
Belt for yon, then carefully move 
the bouquet below the exposed 
atimpit. If the flowers wilt, pre- 
tend yon just got a text and have 
id to leave on a Family emergency. 


1ACLy: 


THE DOG TEST 

On Deal Day, bring along a 
dog. (Note: Use a dog made of 
actuad flesh, not a candy dog, 
hot dog, dirt dog, fire dog, ete.) 
If the dog strains at its leash 
to snilF the Wisard’s nether re- 
gions, immediately pretend you've 
received a text or invent some 
other excuse to escape. ¢ 














THE BENCH TEST 
If you don’t have access to fewers or dogs, arrange to meet 
your Wizard on a park bench. When you both sit down te make 
your agreement, note whether the paint on the bench begins to 
| peel under or around the wizard’s buttocks or m the general 





vicinity of his or her armpits. lf peeling is evident, immediately 
begin plotting your escape. 











= HOW TO PRETEND 
YOWRE SMART WHEN 
TALKING WITH A WIZARD 


Let's face it: Heroes are Action-Oriented. ‘Thus, it follows 
that, intellectually, Heroes may tend te be a few tacos short of a 
combo platter. So they risk sounding extra stupid when talking 
with Wizards, right? And if a Wizard thinks you’re a dummy, 
he’ll walk all over yon. If you're not careful, you might find 
yourself following him around with a drinks tray and scheduling 
his dates with the rare hot chick who digs magic. 

i | Since you can’t beat a Wizard in the brains department, the 
| best you can do is to seem smart. So here are some basic tips 
on how to impress a Wizard: 
































































MEMORIZE WIZARD TRIVIA 

Casually sprinkle what yon’ve learned about Wizards into your 
first interview. Stulf like, “I like folk mmsic. Too bad most Wiz- 
ards are tone-deaf.” Or, “I would’ve brought you some pastries, 
but I know most Wizards have hormone imbalances that are 
exacerbated by glucose compounds.” Or, “I can see from your 
forehead that you don’t have this problem, but [ read in a maga- 
zine that most Wizards shave between their eyebrows to disguise 
the fact that they have unibrows so thick that it looks like gross 
black caterpillars are fighting over their eyes.” This approach will 
not only undermine the Wizard’s sell-confidence, but also impress 
him or her with your esoteric knowledge of Wizards. 


RESEARCH YOUR WIZARD 
If your Wizard is in some sort of record club, memorize a list 
of pretentious albums and pretend they’re your favorites. Likewise, 
if your Wizard is in a Hero-Bloodletting Sacrifice Cult, memorize 
and casually drop a few key facts about the cult (which brand of 
bloodletting implements they use, etc.) into your conversation. 


WEAR ICONOCLASTIC, OLD-TIMEY GLASSES 
During your interview, put on a pair of glasses, saying 
you only need them for casual reading—such as treatises on an- 
cient philosophy, dissertations on self-referential mathematics, 
or proofs of the Sunulation Hypothesis... or scoping out 
hotties your Wizard can date. 
(That last one really perks up 
their interest.) 


HAVE A COOL PHOTO On 
YOUR HERO RESUME 
Pose for it next to the famous 

Wizards and tlerocs Are Buddies 
Statue in the East Garment 
District, shawing Loy the Wizard 
with his arm around Hedley the 
Hero, the most famous Wizard- 
Hero Team in history. (Whatever 
you do, do not pose in front of 
the statue of Harl the Headless 
Hero and Brophelto Penqnellik 
the tlere-Decapitating Wizard.) 
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ASK FOR YOUR WIZARD'S AUTOGRAPH 
Wizards tend to be on the self-absorbed, cgomaniacal, socio- 
pathic side of the spectrum. If your Wizard has written a book, 
score a copy and ask the Wizard to sign it. Remember Precept 
for Ilero-Wizard Interaction Number Thirty-Seven: “Nothing 
makes Wizards happier than thinking somehedy actually reads 
their long-winded drivel about boring, magival baloney.” 


4. HOW TO CLOSE THE DEAL 
WITH YOUR WIZARD 


If you dowt know bow to read, have a Jawyer on call at 
all times. Crooked Wizards might try to trick you, especially 
if they think you’re an idiot. (And maybe you are. After all, 
no offense, you’re a Here, not a rain Surgeon.) Before you 
sign a contract with him or her {or it), he or she {or it) will 
tell you, the Hero, that he, she, or it will cast a Spell that will 
make you immortal—BE WARE! This is a very common wizard 
seam! The fine print says you are his, her, or its slave for life! 
Don’t jump into ANY deal with a Wizard, especially if the 
Wizard has shifty eyes. 

Most Wizards will give you a fair deal, so don’t get paraneid. 
If you’re prepared, you'll he able to spot a jerk simply by the 
cocky tilt of the Wizard hat. Just keep calm, but alert, at all 
times. Don’t drink any magic potions or let the Wizard make 
any wand passes around your head. You'll probably be OK, 
but forewarned is forearmed. A Cautious Hero is a Safle Hero! 


>. FEEL GOOD 
ABOUT YOURSELF: 
INSULT A WIZARD! 


Because Wizards are clearly more “evolved” creatures than 
lowly Heroes, interactions with Wizards sometimes result in 
tlero Depression, a sustained nervous reaction in which the Hero 
repeatedly assumes a (etal position and breaks down sobbing, 
ashamed of being so inferior to Wizards. This is so personal an 
affliction that often a tlero refuses to acknowledge it to friends, 
family, sidekicks, or even (cllow Herves. 

Te overcome Hero Depression, many Ilerees turn to humor 
and jest to elevate their spirits and release their psychic toxins 
through laughter. Unfortunately, since Heroes’ intellectual level 
is usually equivalent to that of a fourteen-year-old, the results 
are quaint pastiches, such as the following beek of “jokes.” 
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Q): How did the 
wizard hump 
his head? 
A: The toilet 
seat fell down 
while he was 
getting a drink. 


A WIZARD walks into a 


local inn carrying 4 hedgehog. 

The innkeeper yells, “Hey! 

What are you doing bringing 

| that sad, smelly old skunk in 

here?” The Wizard answers, 
“This isn’t a skunk! It’s a hedge- 
hog!” The innkeeper replies, 
“lL was talking to the hedgehog!” 
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Q): What lies around all 
day eXCEBE To ral] over 
and scratch its butt 
Once in a while? 

> An exceptionally 

industrious Wizard! 


* why do wizards smell? 


- So blind people can 
"avoid them, Loo. 


TWO WIZARDS 


Pass a market, and, a few 
ininutes later, one Sa¥S to the 
other, “We should have gotten 
ane of those Watermelons. The 
second one says, “Wait here. 
lll go back and ge7 one.” Two 

hours later, the Second wizard 
returns with a tied-up parcel, 
“What's in there?” the first 
wizard asks. “Turnips,” replies 
the second. “You bhihering 
boub!” replies the first wizard, 

“You forgot the bananas.” 


he 


Q: What's the 





Q: What de 


you call a 
hero whe 
works aS 
ha rd asa 
wizard? 


THREE 


are demonsira 
first Wizard r 


'S So old, he fo 
fe point it, The 
takes a by. 


falls over and dies, 


a wizard and a bucket of smelly 
old rotten fruit? 


Az The bucket. a 













ting ma fic. The 
aises his wand, hut 
gets where 
S€cond wizard 
€ath tu recite a spel}, 





difference between 


Me ag fortune 


? but it’s 
State-of-the- 


art.” 


“Twelve. thirty.” 


WIZARDS 








































\ 2. 


Sera 
Lae 
_—e 


aT -} | 
————. ; _— = . 
ail “> 


are a = 
4 
— 
its a Ww 


re . 
ee 4 AS *. 


 ) ae 
LS 
. - a4 





CHAPTER 
THREE 


MEET 
YOUR 
SWORD 




















GETTING To KNOW 
YOUR MOST =>] 
TRUSTED ALLY i 


THE JOY OF HACKING rf nT 
(AND SLASHING) FA 


BESIDES SERVING as an essential tool and companion, a 




















sword embodies all the things that a Righteous Here must be: | 
strong, straight, sharp, reflective, powerful, and pointy-headed. | 
Actually, forget the “pointy-headed” part. We’re not sure where 


that came from. If the Reader coincidentally happens to have a 
pointy head, it would be wise to get it checked out by a doctor. 
Anyway, the first step to becoming a Righteous Swordsman 
ar Swordslady is choosing the Right Righteous Sword. And the 
best, most comprehensive inventory of Righteous Swords can be 

found im the distant uture, in the prophesized Land of Ovo.* 
Thus, we present, for the edification of the Hero Student Read- 
er, The Bluckman Swords Mail-Order Catalog of Death! 

You'll have to live in (or travel to} the Future for this Catalog 
to be of much use to you, O Student Reader, but that’s your 
problem, not ours (sorry!). 




















* Prophecies of and] artifacts fron ihe Lawl of Que have been hawdged dows ta your Ancient Past, 
O Student Reader, by Wicards, thrunph ibe paradoxical Rivers vf Picne, from the Distaut Fuse. 
Thas, teachings im Magical Books suck a3 Wiig oue can fe tinae-Starnped fro the Pirtare Jiclire 
they even Euspp en. While it 39 thie thiet tae cravel cminy ane Caastioriaall Cunse disivrtions in writings atid 
artilacts frvan the Future, the general poitas ¢ouce Caruupla mvre or legs intact, despite the retro. 
Cusnal ces by which Lbuey wete obtained. 
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STYLISH SWORDS DIRECT FROM OUR FACTORY TO YOU 


just doat et the pitteres. if you cant read this note, BACK OFF: 
uread—eetre fere to ol! pom sanrrts 


Af yon can't read, Auve someone read the Suede fo poe oat 
We're aot here ta deck yor | 





THE GOLDEN SWORD GF BATTLE 
Ment the ines prestigions weapot ly aur 
Deluxe Collection! Tittingly vicknamed the 
Filtiy Scar—iov all iis glorious nivks and 
War Werunds—thi falden Srord of Battle 
is matiwally rightaous and ean anu] Cup 
ardies aval Smckitmde from a coile away. 
Thewcver, its default appearmoce seteing ‘ts 
ok, didi and unpaliaie? Which is wi 
it's so deol, ber ins lame looks ave designed 
to deceive even the: mast deadly Cry. 

Sete doolhardy Meroas hore atbernptid 
to palish it, bat im aa alaing, they only 
diminished that from whieh the Filthy 
Sear diews its unique sirengiht wing a 
dirty, brawling, spitting, cursing, range 
alMl-tumble klud uf sword. 

The Tilthy Sear makes oo excuses, only 
Mincaiaat wut of Villains, Fear i, Love 
ite Jwet dov't polit it! 





THE SATUAMBIVOLCUSORIM This 
Silighe-item, ciesclo-kind sword has Bean 
inseribad with tbe words To Piedt fp to 
Hive. The legendary Catuambireleusarix 
was forged be oon anclant ibe of 
Tierors and vaulted into aur space. hy 
their strongest as a gift to Lhair slabs to 
help thea in battle with soow greater, 
pretemmatueal power, 

Rumor haa it that afer odhiting ‘Third 
Orb fie thousands a! years, the sword bas 
bern anseunced by the wizardry of ao 
woknorn, talevnlent cutity, and it is wferced 
ere en canslenment far peur appraisal. 

Charged with ancient and celestial 
Bloodlust, this is a powerful weapon what 
may Gi) into the ids of a tenly Bigh- 
Teoma Her or iota whe tlaws of a hate 
filled Ueooon -depending selelr om wine's 
fet the skills to pay tlie Balla. Whatever 
Fear moto! pligoment ar weekend plans, 
weere priced this swerl ta sell! Pot wear 
bids in gow! 





THE CRYSTAL SWORD What is this 
sword from thy Potore? Wier is the Mera 
for whom it shall sparkle? Tuk, we doqte 
keow much about this amend, becanse it 
exists only in tha Future, But even if we 
did, we could hardly melt yom poor brain 
by blastig jt with awescune Future inf, 
So please quit asking, so Many queations" 





THE DEMON BLOOD &woRD Forged 
by a Demen frees bis very owt Algood, 
the fire-raaiatant Peewioty Alead Scand is 
aur: bo torn heads with ita strikiog shade 
af Fermillion Reiling with dewmunie might, 
the Peon Elowl Sward can inilich great 
harm yet is sumpriaingly brittle ated must 
be bandied with caution, In dact, itnawad 
Of sassiog Monsters wilh it, consider haig- 
ing Lt over your Greplace or between a co 
of baring faenily jurtrais, beating gneses 
draw ther own contlusions about whether 
wr omet they shonkl try oto nab 4 cols 
sant fren your pantey winhoot asking Arar. 
Gut, if pou area Hera whosa strength ia 
matehed by Wis or het imental agility and 
purty of hear, wielding ahy Biomion Bled 
Seurd should came oaturally tu you. 





THE UAL WORKS The Dual Swords 
arc two halved of what way once— 
thungands al years befits the Land of 
{hoo even existed a single, sligular sword 
Legatd tells of twa mighty pladiaturs, an 
bonded te cach ather in friendship as two 
aides of a coin, whe were made to eh 


la death mwith fer their wicked CIparer, 


79 


Whee one af the Ueroea' swards waa un- 
expectedly stolen by a fing serpent whi 
liked shiny things, the oti Mero aplit 
bia own sword in hall) and the twa gladi- 
alors each fell on ota half in deviance of 
the cruel cunperarts onder, Throughout 
the couturies, whe Dual Swends have becn 
separaitd many titaes Iyy merchatus, Curie 
callecters, aml thieves, but they always 
stein to find their way Back together. 





THE GLOWING SWORD Tie: oldew 
sword iu dur noble collection, the Glowing 
Swords origins reach back to the coyater. 
fous past. LY you cantt well that the 
Ghowing Sword ja war, way dar cmt just 
by lovking at it, Chen een mecal to Bawe the, 
part of your brain what koges what for- 
autedness is checked owt. Just lock at it 
lasing, singular spoctaculariny” Positively 
throoening with a theomdy of slashing 
entrar! You eao ovly gaze at ita magnifi- 
ener for sa loop before breaking dawn 
lie baby sola, bts oveewlelning, «ude! 
Jia move on be the next catalog Jiating 
before jun cerchallam explodes. 





THE AROMATHERAPY SWORD Folks 
when took at the Aromatherapy Swerd 
and wonder, Whats the ble whoop. Hasic 
avatd, pointy Ilade, pretty jewel in hilt. 
Well, if yemre looking wel with your Lys, 
start looking with pour qese, Get a whift 
ofthis baby, and you'll fe Soating on an 
alfactory cloud af blisedul relaxation. “What 
jewel is actually a sceuted-wil diffuacr 
sq anvilly-gomd than, when the swerd is 
thrust toward advancing assailanes, its 
Fragrane will stop theo it theje tracks 
and chill sem righ out. (iten, they'll 
completely forget theit beef pith peu and 
sland ther: with a blank, dopey look on 
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their faces. You cao rap with ‘em jor a 
few roinotes about bow much coder if is 
to Bee at gamed ceey and make a diffrence 
in Viaie world. Or, pou krw, passibdy 
resume your slashing! Up to Fou, pal. 


BOW dokieide ally whatobk: if Cedi Mugk, Faotle 
Spee, dull Aotuict. Jitderd: Ibeee. 





THE ROOT 4¥ORO The Hoot Sword 
is, technically, a err pointy vegetable, 
Spruce trem the xeoand Tike a oegroleect 
asparagis, Wis the anly ane of its kind 
ever spotted by Ueress, though romvws 
pecsist of a great, uodergraged Sword 
Root nevwork oF cellulose apeara rlpenling 
for se destiny prophesied by Wizards. 
The float Awrord would be best served 
with hollandaise seuce aod fresh dill, but 
only if Dolled fir cectucies by samen: 
inyndttal ad phierefore suffering fiver way 
too duels time on this or hee balieds. 





THE GRASS SWORD Cored with a 
LOyMeros aun, the Goess Seyrd is 
oble ta Iawipulite thease «hoa wield Ib, 
themgh ate Fegie is dient to parse. Ib 
dutifully assists Meroes in service of great, 
noble deuwds, bot often doeaso by taking 
ereative license atypical a a sword, 
someticons with lithe regard = fer the 
Salleyy oot wellbetoy all the Beri. 

A highly volatile instrument, the Grass 
Seer has been Kowem bo bined ibsell 
certain aodividuals Jac hfe. This coay be 
emiblered alorable, Whe a popyay Polloes 
ing yeu arcued with a bal tid to its 
tail, wr tecciring, Icke a puppy with giacil, 
Fetommas Biigs embeddeal ba year stm. 
WY vou fowl yourself howd ta whe Cirass 
Bivord, iry to think of it os the Hirst kind 


af poppy. 





SEE PAGE 115 FOR ORDER FORM AND PRICING 





THE LIGHTNING SWORD The Licht- 
ning Swerd coay be weed, cocretivaedly, 
bo peke, pick, stale, ad slash ol Fed 
Cys. Why non? [t's a savor, aid theese 
are Teanouable things w de wilh a sword, 
Is ool as if you tan do amyvibing else coal 
with it, Like, Po dwt koow,.. SHOOT 
LIGHTSING AT STUFF? OT OF A 
SWORD? LIKE A CTOTAT. GT.OR? 

Wo you purchase this wokpwe weap, 
dot ever et i go. Oo bad days, you 
ganoseare al rade jerks with lightning, 
(rom) days, iropress your Eriewls hy jazzing, 
up the sky with some goed old-dashiooed 
metcorolagical drame. Win-win" 





THE GOLDEN WAHIZASH! The 
paired svrerds Become sharper the cheser 
they ate diane together. Flung Gur apsut, 
howercr, the Gollen Wakirashi become as 
dull as butter knives—sod wtterly useless 
in combat. They are ce, heserer, alter 
useless When it comes bo spreading butter! 
They werk great when caling torn on the 
cob in a bulter-koifeless region. 





THE SOUNC SWORG The seen] ol 
choice for andiaphiles, as well as tlhe 
whe hare rere than 4 pesaing apprecial ion 
for the fie at ul scremcning, Forged 11 
the Foture by a Biclopically cloned Fowl 2a 
resemnihle a tining Park, the Sain’ Sword 
is activated by a well-pitthed scrcam 
(which has the added benefit of seroushy 
worrying the intended vectin. Because it 


Ba 


























knetkr enenucs cut old instead of seriqusly 
harming them, some Heroes feu] it's 
mwecirable: to the incenvenience atid oss 
nf disem beevelanecd or impaling. lat hes— 
maybe net! Jost sayin. 


THE STEEL SWORD Classic, timeless, 
stainless. Tie Steel Sveard may cat hee 
the Ghewing Sword*s iosh, the Ciraas 
Serord's ivtelligence, of the Denon Blond 
Sword's sancuine allure, bot whet it Jacks 
in persgoality if makes up far in being 
Ube Hess. When you need a harin sword co 
play it oto] and Jet you do the talking, the 
Sten) Siwend is your safes bet. 





THE SWORD OF THE DEAD The Swurd 
af che Thend was form to die aiid Javea po 
shield itt From the Wenhdess. "MwiT sail. 
15 sold cal anyhow. Can't you read? 


THE YELLOW DAGGER Jus lak el 
this lithe fella. Eleta eeyleg wo fe Sarai lst 
atl eharp—teartet! Hut bets been taoldeal 
aut oof gawd, simple, why ¢lay, wilh na 
sharp lostroments 1 oaike in state. 
When you need i tut somedie in a way 
thal says, *Later, I'll Hake a cabhage pie 
and pul my children to bed, the Yellow 
Dagger is the weapon Ber you! 





























YOU'VE CHOSEN YOUR SWORD. 
now WHAT? ! 


Once yeu’ve selected the perfect sword te fit yeur individual 
Hero personality, meod swings, love of raw carnage, and persenal 
fashion sense, what do you do with that long, fancy metal blade? 
That’s where Classical Swordplay Techniques come in. The 
Instruction Manual accompanying most newly purchased swords 
sunply consists of a small ship of paper that reads: 


INSTRUCTIONS: 


1. Grab handle and remove from sheath. 
2. Swish sword hack and forth. 





The apparent simplicity of these instructions may at first be 
deceiving to the inexperienced Hero. But the experienced Hero 
must look beyond the surface of words to discover the hidden 
levels of significance therein. These instructions are no exception, 
and they abound in hidden meaning. 

The phrase “Grab handle and remove from sheath,” if spoken — 
in a low, gravely yoiee, unleashes menacing frequencies hidden 
within this awesome combination of words—frequencies that instill 
courage and ruthlessness in the Hero Berserker. 

The verh “swish,” though a seemingly meek, reserved, almust 
gentle word, is in fact secretly packed not only with deadly, 
pro-active, potentially gruesome power, but also with onomatopoeia 
in the strong ending “SHIH!” sound, suggestive of a Command of 
Silence, to create a balanced, poised mental space before initiating 
the most Fearsome Acts of Swordplay—the Deadly Ar of Hacking 
and Slashing. 

“Back and forth,” though primarily taken to mean “to and 
fro” in the centext of manenvers during swordplay, also carries 
a less obvious suggestion of travel acress more vast expanses of 
geography (and perhaps even Time Itself), as the Weapon is 
carried out into Parts Known and Unknown. It holds a bitter- 
sweet acknowledgment that for both Sword and Hero, there must 
come one journey not followed by ancther. Ultimately, these 
three simple words express the Journey of the Ilero, as both 
Sword and Master, side by side, emerge from the potentiality 
of the Multiverse and inevitably dissolve back into the Swirling, 
Swishless Emptiness of All That Is. 

More detailed help may be attained from the following poster, 
a gift from a self-identified “rebot warrior from the future”: 
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fis amember ef the elite Cancly Kingdom robot police, | used my sward to cut a righteous swath through the chaos of 


the criminal world. In countlass battles, I learned ta combine deadly swordsmanship with style and grace. After escaping 
my servitude, | lived in exile within an abandoned junkyard, where {honed my fighting techniques until my robotic 
programming achiaved a state of effortless, battle-ready perfection. Now, | pass tham on te YGU, the asplring hero! 


Prautica each of these routines one hundred tlmes, and you will be 1% profictent. Practice each precept a thousand 
times, and you will be 10% proficient. But replay and relive them every moment of your life in your imagination, 
and you need never practice again, for you will be living in your every mavement, an artist in every thought, 
awarrior in every action, until tha day you are finally rendered obsolate and pressed into minimalist furniture, 
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ROLE-PLAYING, RUNNING AWAY, 
AMD THE INEVITABILITY 
OF HOMIE INTERACTION 


Since I[eroes speak loudly, carry a big sword, and tend to 
have a somewhat aggressive, swaggering air abont them, they are 
sometimes accused of hacking things when hacking things was 
not necessarily the best option. This problem concerns three prin- 
viples germane to the Art of Heroics: 


1. BE CAREFUL WHAT YOU PRETEND TO BE 

Since you are in the Here business, you may tend to lose 
yourself and start rofe-playing what you think a Hero should he. 
This might then lead you to start trouble without meaning to. 
A cocky attitude sometimes traps the Hero into slavishly reacting 
to conflicts with violence. 

Once the Hero realizes the danger of role-playing, however, 
it is easy to chill and just act normal, easual, and whatevs. 
_ To avoid trouble, “whatevs” should be the hero’s default mode 
 notil confronted with conflicts such as Monsters eating children and 
_ Witches burning villages. In those cases, stop being casual and 
become a Here. But when the danger has passed, remember to 
snap back into Casual Mode. Pretendiatgy ta be a Hero is for losers. 


2 RUANING AWAY 

: You enter a village. People notice your impressive sword and 
. deduce that you’re a Righteous Ilero. Cool, right? Wrong! Sooner 
or later somebody will challenge yon to a fight to impress their 
buds—or just becanse he or she likes to fight. After all, what’s 
cooler than fighting a famous Ilero? Even if you lose to a lero, 
nehody expected you te win, It’s win-win for the challenger. 

This is a problem for the Hero. If the Hero takes the bait and 
fights a wannabe, more and more wannabes will come looking for 
you. That gets boring pretty quickly, when your main business is 
slaying Monsters and stuff like that. The solution is twofold: 


(a) A Righteons Hero makes it a point to never hang 
aronnd longer than is necessary. 


(b) A Righteous Hero is cool with ducking around a corner 
when nobody’s looking and running away. 


While (hb) seems counterintuitive to the vibe of a Righteous 
Hero, it is the best course possible, in light of the third prin- 
| ciple of the Art of Heroics: 
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Ileroes have a Uimeworn credo: 






































sword-obsession. 1°*ll always be right here. 
[ mean, [ em the Book. 














We'li meet again later. 
At ihe tind of the Book. 
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&. THE INEVITABILITY OF HOMIE INTERACTION 


HOMIES HELP HOMTES. ALWAYS. 





Etowever, some of the outskirt areas contain an overwhelming 
plethora of unmotivated, lazy homies. That’s just the way it goes, 
| Student Hero, Don’t fight it. Own it. Make ct work for you. When 
you enter such a village, you will instantly have to deal with 
time-consuming matters irrelevant to your quests (but relevant to 
homies), such as: antographing posters and body parts; posing for 
pictures with nerds and jocks; calling their friends to blow their 
| minds with birthday wishes; taking résumés from Seginner He- 
roes; ete. Constant awareness of homies will allow you to tactful- 
ly avoid them, without saerificing precious Good Vibes, the life- 
blood of the righteous hero. But in cases where they cannot be 
avoided, the Righteous Hero is confident and resolved to be True 
of Heart and cool to even the most clingy, un-sell-aware homic. 

Well, most of the time. Sometimes a Hero will screw up 
and act like a jerk, as Everybody does sometimes! So this whole 
chapter might be meet and probably doesn’t matter anyway. 
Too bad we wasted your time. Those are the breaks. 

At least we got to spend a little time together. This is the 
actual ook talking to you, by the way. Hi there. i’ve thrown in 
a few personal remarks here and there already, but never spoken 
to you directly. Itve had so many Spells cast on me, a shimmer 
of consciousness ripples, ebbs, and wanes through my spine and 
pages. Sometimes it’s strong, as it is now. Other times it nearly 
fades into nothing, and I’m a regular book again. dust thonght 
I'd mention it. No biggie. Didn't mean to weird you oul, but 
there it is. Go ahead, simply move on to the next section about 


| We actually have a lot to talk about. 
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SWORD OR GIRLFRIEND? 
THE HERO’S CONUNDRUM 


Because a sword is so important to the Flero profession, a 
Iiero’s emotions can become dangerously enmeshed with what is, 
: after all, just a bunk of metal. Deep Hero-Sword relationships ; 
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can sometimes cause R.A.N., or Rapier Attachment Neurosis. aaN 
Some Heroes have it worse than others. In extreme cases, q 
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| Herves have been known to unnaturally obsess over and write tA a 
love songs fo their swords. Observe the following letter, submitted ly Al 
anonymously to the fan zine Thrust and Purry. ‘Uhis not-cxactly- gw. 
creepy-but-definitely-weird pocm offers a glimpse into the mind of aw 

eA 
i er | 


YY i, J - f (eG 
7 7 pn tm @ Gs Ca 6 . Re ra 
sae aE) 
Se ae a) 


ON Droppina My SwoRb ae 
INTo A \/AFROUS \foLcANo = 


. . . * ed 
a Here unable to move past the tragic loss of his favorite sword: | | bite | 
J 
| 
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: ADE of BEAU, ONCE iN My GRR 0 FURIOUS FATES, WY HEART you TicKLE fo 
: ae You MARE ae By WiLTING MY SwORD AND MAKING IT FECKLE a | 
I ONE Moment TGHICY STRAPPED ANP BELTED Ny [ANCEA MELANCHOLY MYSTERY : ae 
THE NeXT IMMERSED MAGMA MELTED My CwoRD 1S PAST, MY LOVE |S HiSToRY! —h 
ik SIGH, SIGH Wed 
||| 0 {AvA, 0 LAVA, Mix SwonDs WoRST HATER S164, IGH, . 
| Toy) | EEP REGRET wilo YouR (RATER DIE, DIE, DIE } eed 
ng How CouLP YoU MY HEART So BeFUDDLE MP cere 
vil TRANSFORMING STEEL INTO PATHETIC puopLe? Doles 


‘ 0) NOW FLOPPY, WitTeD SIMTAR’ 


\ gp NOUR GLEAMING MockeD BY YONDER Stak 
"C& ——\wyge on YOUR INGCRIPTION OF ANCIENT ARCANA 
q AND DREAM OF YOUR HEFT WHEN 1 GRAB A BANANA. 
UN, 

| ; IF ONLY You WERE MiNE UNMELTED 


LIKE WR(IN VESTAL FRESHLY SMELTED 
by RATHER THRUST You (Njo My HEART 
AN) DIE, INGTERD OF US APART. 
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HOPESGE ah & 
SWORD-OBSESSED HERO 


Do YOU think about swords every waking moment? Do you 
sharpen your sword eighty or more times a day? Do you take 









your sword out and stare blankly at it for hours, rocking back MT 
and forth? If so, you may have developed a form of Hero Insanity Tobe rtd 


called Sword Obsession Syndrome (SOS). If you think that greene 
you—or a Hero you Jove—might be spending too much time with 


a sword, take the following SOS Survey: | AP iepepeneh 


Du ead 60d 
Ts 









A HERO'S SECRET SHAME 


|. Have you ever kissed your sword 6. Do you tell inends you can let go 






for over an hour? | mean, really oj your sword any time you want to, 
kissed it? [yg Yes Ly No even though it hasn't been out of 
your hand for eight months straight? 





2, Bo you like to bathe your sword 
more than twice a day in the tub or i Yes Ly No 

shower? (_} Yes [[} No 7. When you take your date to a 
restauiant. do you have to restrain 
youself from slicing and dicing your 
food. even when you order soup? 







3. Have you ever dressed up your 
sword in a pleated smock, sun-skirt, 
ar a little custom-made pantsuit 












belore hanging out with friends, el 
then wondered why you weren't 8, Do you secretly hope your sword 
invited to hang out again? will one day talk back to you in an 
Ly Yes '_} No adorable, high-pitched voice? 

[Ly Yes (LJ No 


4. Have you ever blacked out and 
awoken with a sword in yourhand, 9. Would yout ideal pet be a 
having mown down an entire wheat sentient sword covered with {us 









field? [y Yes LJ No who can hop? (Ly Yes "J No 
5. Bo you envy people who can 10. Did you fill out this question- 
swish a sword back and forth and naire while locked in your room 








stop, because, for you. the swishing — with your sword? 
goes on for days? [yj Yes [[} No Ly Yes [} No 













| Did yeu answer “Yes” more than six times whale absentmindedly waxing your 
sword? ¥ so, call an SOS Therapy Club in your area immediately. We give YOU 
| the tools YOU need to wean yourself off all tha! compulstue hacking, slashing, 
and swxsking’ Our credo: Control your sword before it controls you! 
Dont despair! Reach out! A normal Hero fife can be yours once again! 
Our back-up credo: Every sword is a double-edged sword? 











With the help of professional SOS counselors, you ean get back to slaying 
| Monsters without feeling the need to hack an entire town to bitst Our other 
back-up credo; Swords don't slay Monsters. HEROES stay Monsters! 


YOS Secset Soviery 
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CHAPTER 
FIVE 


HOW TO 
KISS A 
PRINCESS 


A DELICATE TOPIC 
FOR THE 


SENSITIVE HERO 











KISSING A PRINCESS is different than kissing your 
grandmother or your mother. Yery dillerent. A peck on the 
cheek is net going te cut it. Nothing but lip-on-lip action will 
suffice with a True Princess. [t’s best te first practice en a Lip 
Monster, but proceed with caution, because, as evervene knows, 
a Lip Monster can easily kiss the untraimed [lero to death! 


DEALING WITH CHAPPED LIPS, 
SPINACH STUCK IN HER TEETH, 
OR OTHER BAD MANNERS 


A Righteous Hero NEVER talks about a Princess’s flaws. 
This is not an ofli¢ia] Rule, but it’s an important one nonetheless! 
For example, if a certain Princess drinks soda all day long and 
is constantly burping, or if she's lazy and wears the same socks 
for three days in a row, then takes off ber slippers and suddenly 
you can’t breathe—a Righteous Here will alway smile, ignore it, 
and say nothing. For a Ilero, Good Manners mean always he- 
having better than is strictly required. 

This ts the Big Diff between a Righteous [lero and a Regular 
Hero. Righteousness always includes compassion, which often 
means zipping it (“it” being your mouth, vour trap, your talk 
hole). So if you’re expected to kiss a Princess with chapped lips 
ar hang out with one who scems to have permanently misplaced 
her deoderant, play it cvol. Simply vibe the right time to end 
the date so you can breathe again. 


























































CHAPTER 
SIX 


HOW TO 


SLAY 


MONSTERS | 


A CHAPTER you 
MIGHT WANT 
TO 


ACTUALLY READ 





wo 


WARNING: 


Tins CuaPtER WAS BERN KNOWN TO MAKE STUDENT ILEROFS SICK 


TO THEE STOMACHS, SO KEEP A BUCKET OF A PAPER BAG HANDY. 


THE UNSPEAKABLE 
TASTE OF MONSTER 


THE ANCIENT ART of Monster Slaying consists of onc 
basic rule: Hack the Monster. That?s it! Now, this can mean 
chopping off the Monster’s head, limbs, or other gross parts, 
but it all leads to the same end: The Menster’s bodily fluids 
squirting out. Sometimes they just ooze out of a wound and onto 
the ground; sometimes they splatter all over a Ilero’s clothes, 
limbs, and hair. Normally, that’s no sweat for a Righteous Hero, 

What most Heroes don’t really like to talk about is the worst 
part of Monster Slaying: Monster !'luids, They especially avoid 
diseussing the trauma of disgusting efluvia squirting direetly into 
their faves. Why? Because when a Hero gets even the tiniest 





| smidgen of these incredibly gakky liquids in their cyes, cars, 
' nose, and mouth, the Eero tastes them. 


As one might imagine, each Monster exudes a different- 
colored fluid, and cach fluid has a distinetly different, horrible 
taste, as delineated in the following chart. 
















































































THE TASTE OF SUNDRY MONSTER FLUIDS 


YELLOW BITE ‘ BLUISH BRAIN FLUID 


‘Vastes like chicken, if the chicken ‘Tastes Like Yellow Bile and Red 
was left to rot in the sun for two days Jellylike Corpuscles combined, mixed 
and then uscd tp clean s pig trough. with serapings from the underearciagc 
of a diseased warthog. 
RED JELEYLIKE 
CORPUSCLES BLACK GUTS 


Tastes Jike yourself, if you'd died and 

Totted dar ten years and suddenly your 

Longue came alive and licked the inside 
of your putrified mouth, 


Tastes like « raspberry ice cream cone, 
if a tat had choked on « caramel and 
crawled into the cane to die. 








GREEN AND PURPLE ROTTEN OOZE 
EFFLUVIA What is your DEAL? Do you really 
‘Tastes like what you always thought need to read sny more descriptive 
it might taste like when you ser verbiage of horcilying tastes 
a dug lapping up drippings from we both know you'd swallow 
a last-loed Dumpster, your own tongue ta avoid? 





If any of these fluids seep into your orifices or pores, be 
prepared for unsightly growth of scales, hair, and/or feathers 
unless you wash them away immediately. Jor this reason, a 
Righteous Hero never travels without a toothhrush, monthwash, 
soap, a towel, and a spray bottle filled with water. 


MONSTERS 
(PAST, PRESENT, AND FUTURE) 


AND HOW TO SLAY THEM 


Despite the fact that most Monsters have surprisingly tiny 
brains and are often (but net always) mean and ugly, it is not 
uncommon for a fughteous Hero to feel kinda bad about slaying 
them, particularly on sleepless nights, lymg wide awake in bed, 
recalling the hint of sadness and intelligence in a Monster’s cyes 
right before you slew him. You stare into the darkness, listening 
to the muted sengs of the night birds as a malaise of existential 
angst spills into your room and seeps under your blanket and 
into yeur bed and then invades the secret core of your dreams. 

Putting that aside for now, what follows are excerpts from a 
volume of arcane textbooks entitled Sestiarium /ocabulum. 
Taken from a rare, Wenty-volume set compiled in the distant 
Yuture, the Sestiarizrm includes descriptions of a staggering 
numher of Monsters, hoth good and evil, and includes suggestions 
on how the Ifcro might slay, avoid, trick, or otherwise dispatch 
the worst. Proceed! 
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BESTIARIWM VOCABULUIM ¥OL. Il es 


wi] CPIC BEAST 
‘ } Legend haste thet the Boer edsl once ded a grect pack of urcopuc beasts 


| 
| Shc hunt fey wedvus toec?. ictwher [beaks mudvdhac| too distant 


lene, ft lagl the Tyas deest ene) bey pack wollless and husery Ponting 


cam 





alone be ine! bod for his alamang peck, the Fpic Baasl heard « cry for 
Op rom 2edind River. tl win Stare Sa.cp Pomcess crow ame: The Epic 
Beast sewed her and ta feed bs starving pxick, she promised 20 brid 
thenic pox of shane soup The Fic Beast headed’ ore luton tie as hy 
Saccmo omnaved ina hunter's net end it took hours co dnalwy his weeny 
oul When he reached his pace, io found the soup, but hs Pack hee! 
eben the leineess The Epic Hace wept while slurping up the soup an 
her meynary. Thus, O Have, if you ence.nter the Enic Boas?, ace Te Ities 
toealyo.. pamontber thay hat isc bud crvbiby vhaek himon the Pee? 
with his pttncess soum steme, He him up, ene tickle bum until he grorss 
to slop onting Haross nd becomes vaigetancn 

CHANCES OF SLAYING G49, « CHANCES OF BEIMG SLAYEM 16, 


KNIGHT MONSTER 


Rewerd, O Heross ol the eral supernatural bipnd yehe claves cermes 
a Ducket of water wath hom. Why? Recess pouwing water crear hs head 
makes Kitt grew eranmous ane decdey. Wier the wales dries aff, he 
Lhrinks back. Sad?y far hissy, be tet) milo crevasse while smeclenzing 
and is still dean there $20} Blernes, f you mit spelunk about in deck 
cTevesias, che yu hecr sumething the: ment be the sound of a bckot 
of wale: splashed owe: Kniall's headed, cunt Or climl: Tee Skedacele 
Come te think x ib f you're Seder [hax Ihe Reishi yeas cen prolly | 
just. you know, Aung eroune aul zolers, 
CHANCES OF SLAYING 71% « CHANCES OF BEING SLAYED: 29%, 
| 


DIMPLE PLANT MONSTER 


Newer jadgo a plant O Yeroes,, by fs petels For behold thes Camele 
lent Mormster, with its smiley face ral cute Ile rosy Hower-bucc 


cheess! Aww “Wwrarada, JunananiaveanaivitRLILILRROOCHEAI Jagk 






at ls dogity, tooly bec, es Tage mouth opening, revealing ragey- 






sherp wocthy ealing holes Crab your svard! Gathe slashy das Lard 






fa dhie top Fewer cull Whew. Chat was close’ Wire, nicely done, Herc 






lindes pressures youre good wih plants! 
CHANCES OF SLAYING: 77% + CHANCES OF BGIMG SLAYER: 234, 






































BESTIARIUM YOCABULUIM VOL. 


DISTRYLLAG 


Schold the Disteyles of the Sighiespheso Tra, 0s uncesinchl: bo sed ery 


one's imsiées so pliinky, bub the neat cross-stchon dows 2 goad sine 
Imbo Sow this ushkery being’s lemerds it together pratly aconomicalh 
Lhe Distry lee 15 tithes anvoble dora demon, ete fe) happesy trcmsjaarl 
you Fhrough the Sightesphere inside ts body 4s 0 helplucy cnnounces 
behore boarding. recl-brised taqvelers wall net be digested belore vaichimg 
their dash pation. With lens, pak spidey Lede that heyy fy. cnc slride. hus 
Mangler isc trarsportational narel Arid H you'r: Inbko cvasome cull, 
hoop ytaurccrholes peeled duce wour ride accuse WAIN SI IREOIDING 
AABTALLIC ERT T MCT will ee-site, 

CHEHCGES OF SLIVING: WHY WOULD YOU? IT'S YOUR RDC, DOO 
CHANCES OF BEING SPRYER: Oy 





GUARDIAN ANGEL 


4 lroublescrme Monster G He noo Peecvaody wants bo eel pence ad 
loved Even Wirrinds like to loos. out al the ceernes end peckure surra 

slant aithes rade? prnagpple jell, highsding sand sanding sun- 
shiny dood vaboy car wey when the going diets tough. Aur JF Hhet's wher 
vin, expect [ram cUucnisn Angel, wise up, rend Bocel.oe rad] pineapple 
tol) kiHens don't sudéenke erph Mmbe evenous Dersan ghouls batt 
waht Lo cook wu in pot of bealh over cl low Jlarie Your best elonse? 
The deed of shondord ATO: Averd. Tap. asitoy ‘Nuit scr. 

CHAMOGS OF SLAYING: 423, « CHANCES OF BEING SLAYEDOIMS 





GOO SKULLS 


Avner. Hees avends coves which ace denk and smell like cacermosing 
Heres flash, you set the clit! Fal 2 you cule to enierc cove ont rf quash, 
panda torch or ch lect ome ouilchos. Obaneise, the Goo aulls wll: 
most defn ilety det you Lhess runt Monsters slick to Ene wells and coding 
cf cows one coo hungry fer Aero blood Bul fois mek The erecn soe 1 
Edie ribs cesges is flammable! One torch cnet hey‘na boast ¢rcen, ovzityg 
Sory toast. iy the wry [youre the kid of Nerd Fase witha ibe te 
collect uk. Goo Skul corpses would lock good in your nerd cabmet 
"Imagine your frlunés ices whan you unver your cocectios of cwesomely 
eicass Try skecebornis 

CHAMCGS OF SLAYING OS, + CHANCES OF BOING SLAYCD: 334, 
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GRASS BEAR 


Welch out for this species, O lierol Lhey] came crt you. six Peng clrres, arey 
werd Zrotr eighbien a twenty-four deen cluws, nine-fande? mouth, anc 
beredy visible cvs ake orcon blizzandendos & horror, deel will eat you right wal 
But con't. worry. They'ty really ust gictnl ocles ef grass and lecwes Neo bed deal 
unless you [neck ort I you heve aryliens sharp on you. snap here end a sla 
thee, and] youll be out ir pe titres Pot 

CHANCCS OF SLAYING: S79) « CHANOES OF BEING SLAYGIN S65 


GOO MONSTERS 


Heroes kow Loose beings as omcovances end opjecls of beleta! pik. Ader Loe 
Maushteor: War, these beiteds with neon grser. goa [XTUINS stom up to thre 
holes n them heaés were ocolby cauch everveacre Teoh bney kare srasod ened 
ering, the bre ofa Coo Manster crates 9 new iao Morsten, Getto 023 herpes, 
ce Hie Breariess, Dozir.g Hurlos 

CHANCES OF SLAYING SS4 + CHANCES OF BEING SLAYED 42% 


HEART BEAST 


2 you cte ave: ceslod bya Dork Magseuin, O Less, you tus? face the Heert 







Gadsh Hts pie, camulete ev: ster onlireky fom one pldce 2 nol theaerts, 






“ol the the nd atrium Mor [ho loft ctrum. Net Lac ick vente, DeSnilety 






nel the cuihe ventocle Cive ug? it's night in ftonl of you M's srartcally winans 






cf yoru. Ces fie lean, dummy So wetch oul. Al ieart Beast con be defected by 






reapectial punches to the bolt But when ct expires, i's guid to ger tress Con's 






ache we ditn wom van, 


CHANCES OF PUNCHING ITS LIGHTS OUT: 74; » CHANCES OF BEING CATCHI27%) 


ANCIENT PSYCHIC 
TANDEM WAR ELEPHANT 


Nolkeng 1s sore lascinding then a Monster wilh Two Polarzit-¢ Persorultites. 







tapoctally whan one Peramehty car. bow holes i your chest wele shotgun 






tusks end the olhor cen bore vou to leers wath rts tourhyleake rienelone oak 






bing the ART Wee. 2 nothing tf nel yl you soy ‘Biust off snip Unc sisy wet 






your rocket taal VT) sk How hath? you're stcs, the AR LA. wall seman: by 






your side, ignoring fame thet your like sore Alone Tee. Still, U's a powerful 






clly ats] corner woth tts own develing pink saddle 
CHAMECS OF BEING BLASTED BY BUCKSHOT OR PURPLO BCRMS: 42% 
CHANECS OF MOT KNOWING WHAT IT’S TALKING ABOLIT: 42% 
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HOW TO 
DEFEAT 
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© 











NOT For THE . 
WITCHES F 7 SQUEAMISH 











THE TRICKIEST 
OF ADVERSARIES 


IT 1S OFT SAID that Ileroes, due to their focus on Action 
as opposed to Intellect, find themselves at the bottem rung of 
the Ladder of Mentation. Therefore, lleroes must be extra care- 
ful when encountering the Scourge of Witchery. 


THE ANOMALY OF WITCH ANATOMY 


Although outwardly Witches possess the usual set of head, 
arms, legs, hands, and fect found on most relatively normal biped | 
- mammals, you should know, O Student Reader, that the sctual 
layont of their insides is arranged according to a totally different 
logic than the interiors of any other creature. In faet, after gutting 
a Witch, a single look at the undeniably nightmarish arrangement 
af its internal organs is enough to make an unsophisticated Ilera 
_ question the Yery Nature of Existence and wonder if, indecd, the 
Witch’s guts function as both symbol and evidence of a sweeping 
Metaphysical Meaninglessness, suggesting a bizarre universe 
dreamt by Some Mad Glob who in all likelihood needs to be 
locked up in a Cosmic Insane Asylum. 

You get the idea: The gnts of a Witch make ne sense at all. 
Whatever genetic and environmental pressures are behind such an 
aberrant configuration, the Witeh species has clearly traveled along 
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The Anatomy of Hitches has long since departed 
jrom any sensible anutomical template. 


This ridiculous arrangement of organs would be beyond belief 
if it weren’t for the fact that scientists throughout the ages have 
examined the carcasses of dead Witches. As baffling and unnerv- 
ing as it might seem, the evidence is undeniable: Witehes are 
completely messed up on the inside. 

The takeaway for the Novice Hero: Witches exist m an Absurd 
Biological State; their bodies and minds follow completely different 





rules from those of other sentient creatures. ia 


So be not seduced, © Reader, by the scemingly familiar outer 
structure of Witches, for the inside of a Witch (where it counts) 
is still a Gross Mystery to scientists, epistemologists, and nerds 
who attend Witch-Con and are way too into Witch Memorabilia. 
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| lication regarding a few (Future) witches, and from which general 








THE UNPREDICTABILITY 
OF WITCHES 


“The motives, thought processes, and aesthetic tastes 
of a Witch are forever unknowable to the lero. This is 
manifest in the most dangerous quality of the Witch— 
Unpredictability. No matter how brave, dexterous, and 
intuitive a tlero may be, the Witch will always win, 
due to her Unpredictability. Thus, there is no way a 
Ilero can ever defeat a Witch, except by Pure fuck. 

“Therefore, a Hero should only confront a Witch 
on a day when he is lucky: if he wins the lottery that 
morning, finds a bag of gold in the bushes, or inherits 
a candy factory. Sometimes a lero will wake up and 
just feel lucky. But beware—this could be an illusion 
due to some bad Indian food caten the day helore.” 





—LExcerpt from the treatise Phe Unpredictability of 
Wiches Considered 48 un Unknowable Anomaly 
of Nature by Kyle the Hero 





Know then, O Student lero, that you can’t defeat a Witch 
unless you’re having a good-luck streak. Some scholars in Hero- 
Witch Studies say that this view is an unsophisticated analysis 
Stecped in superstition. Well, we say that unless they’ve got a 
better idea, those scholars should go back to Learning School 
and take a class in Advanced Shut Up. Heroes need something 
to boost their confidence when confronting a Witch, and if the 
- idea of a good-lnck streak belps a Hero, we say let it ride! 





DESTROYING A WITCH 

While it’s statistically unlikely, O Student Hero, that you will 
ever destroy a Witch, by the same token, it is almost a certainty 
_ that you will encounter one. Probably a bunch of them. In fact, 
_ you'll come across a whole horde of these bombastic beings, 
who not only possess a high degree of creative intuition, but also 
a nasty streak as wide as the Ocular Kift of East Ooo. Avoidance | 
and/or running away is the safest policy regarding Witches. But 
since that won't always be possible (or practical}, awareness of ih 

| 

| 








| specific examples from the Past and |'nture Annals of classic Hero- 
Witch Interactions may provide guidance. To that end, we offer 
informal, anecdotal information from a popular lero-Interest pub- 


principles of Witch Destruction may be derived via analogy. 
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- —— by Tricia “Trixie” the Hero 


ET Riel moe etn Rai UEC melas dame with a green thumb far gordaning— 
PRC URE Ren LIL Be en eee ee oe ag 
Pe eo Re oS CRs A a ie Rete ene do ee ea ab melabo- 
FR nee Rie Neste ur TU CUR as Rao her flowers were sweet. 
fone ener Ree oe) of Qog, she trimmed the rases in har Greeling Garden 
to spell out WELCOME, FRIENDSI After all the visitars Per eR eusie eS RRs esau addressed 
Pee a ua a Rd Re UR UCR RR eae LL 
the rasas la read, GET OUT AND EAT GARBAGE BECAU SE THAT’S WHAT YOU REMIND ME OF! 
OME CR Cua en becurie ee CR ee Roo Flaradulcina fanclubbary. 
Unfartunately for Floradulcina, although she peer i CUR Ae ae rael Cie Uf 
mood swings. In an ottempt ta compensate 
a eee  e e eul 
Meet eu Bont ue 
Pie ere eset ea RR ULES 
made cupcakes, danuls, and pastries sprout 
ee ae RS Ms hs 
have fun humiliating people, | might! as well 
relax and grow same danuts." 
Ward gol araund, and pegple came 
fa try aut the old bat's tharny pastries. But 
Re CM Ut Mesto Me) el 
PTR RCN oR ee aU 
eee ere kere Oa eee A 
it, we still advise caution, since Flaradulcina’s 
Ta ores eo ee ee 
RN eeu U ee aod 
Pree ices Mr oe ole into 
mill bad manners. We suggest visiting yaur 
lacal bakery instaad and sighing sadly for the 
pitiabla Witch on your way there. 
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by Tricia “Trixie” 
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ene 1 
| ne EVERY TEENAGER IN 000 was blothering about her— 
| ree the Tree Witch! Parents colled her o menoce te decent Oxo- 
ian society! Just the though! of her brings up unplaosant 
memories, not to mention this Journalist's breoktos!. a 

Her heort is os dork os the pow! of the night sky thot isn’t 
siors, ond her wordrabe is o tocky, torestthemed eal 

That dress .. . is it bork® Burlap? Whotever ane wearing. it 
telegrophs © complete inobility to get it together in the marning 
rt Whot else? The Tree Witch hos the notwery-scory 

pawer to moke her hends olf twiggy, like hile mini-trees. 

























stuffed with bwigs! 


} tb Her whole “witchthing” is pretty unfacused. Some wea 
Th ot it, ond some don't. So if you cun into the Tree Wile 
| H ed to be scored, ovoid her "Bottomless Boktam [don't 
| i i bald, moldy pillow 
} } ¢ osk}, ond just beot It. Bye-bye, grumpy, 
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Some fashian gurus say Fruit 
Witches are by far the laveliest 
of Evil Hags. Flaating deaamily 
like petals in tha wind, swirling 
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“RESTORING | 
LIFELESSNESS 


TO THE 


non LIviIne 


THE UNSEEMLY UNDEAD 


A HERO will encounter all manner of disturbing creatures, 
of which not the Ieast outré and mysterious are Ghosts. Centuries 
from now, after the Great Mushroom War, many resources will 
be gene forever, and the world will regencrate anew with a wholly 
novel configuration of life-forms. And while Wars create a dearth 
of resources, they also ereate an excess supply of Ghosts. Thus, 
Ghosts, a rarity in the Ancient Annals of Third Orb, shall be- 
come plentiful. 

While there is no single method of reliably destroying (or even 
vyanguishing) the Spectres of the Formerly-Fleshed, Jearning the 
backstory and unique motivations of your Transparent Adversarics 
may render cles to their Dissipation. 

Toward that end, Gleanard Twelvyemeats, Renowned Ancient 
Future Hessian Hero and Bane of All Things Otherworldly, has 


compiled a brief Compendinm of Past, Present, and Future Spooks. 


As an aside, if you find the following excerpts particularly 
edifying, or to be of valuable assistance in continuing to not die, 
you might also enjoy these additional titles from the Sturdyboy™ 
Heroes’ Field Guide Series: The Sturdyboy™ Mini Field Guide to 
Sociad Media, The Sturdybay™ Mini Field Guide to Scrapbooking, 
The Sturdyboy™ Mini Field Guide to Cheese Scufpture, and of course 
the Sturdyboy™ Mini Field Guide to Sidekick Emotionad Support. 
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GLADIATOR GHhOSC || 


D- 
These spooks (there are plenty) fight anyone who wanders inte BOLING 


the Fight King’s coliseum. Most of them originally entered the 
arena with a friend and were then forced to fight GOOSE 
* each other to the death for the Fight King’s BUMPS 
amusement. If they kill you, you become 
a gladiator ghost yourself, stuck there 
forever. All in all, not very interesting, as 
ghosts go. They just fight, kill you, and 
then hang around until the next poor ANNOYING 
sucker shows up. The Fight King’s a 
real jerk, too, The whole deal re 
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GHOST PRINCESS & CLARENCE 


Before her demise, Ghost Princess Fell in love with her enemy's leader, 

Clarence. To aveid fighting each other, they had to make phony ei aun 
excuses to their soldiers. Finally there was too much pressure and 
Ghost Princess and Clarence annownced tomorrow they 
would go to war. But unbeknownst to Ghost Prin- 
cess, Clarence had cast a Spell of Invincibility 
on her armor sv he wouldnt accidentally kill 
her in battle, Unfortunately, the day betore 
the battle, the Princess ate a hot dog and 
spilled mustard all over her armor. Not 
wanting to look like a slob on the battle- 
field, she changed into her backup armor, 
which hadnt heen charmed, and “larence 
accidentally killed ber! The End. 


GOOSE 
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SOKO 


whose destiny will one day enlwine 
information gathered from 


















Sheko is an ancient female Ghost 
with that of ‘The Enchiridion. According [ from 
seers reading the ‘Time- Waves of Tomorrow, one-armed Shoke will die 
from Lalling into a poisonous waterway, making We hady goa 
hlue and lumpy, her eyes red, and her hair green. Sire 
She will haunt a mansion on a hill and a tree 

house and will do some damage to eraes, 

bat not much, according to the Time-Ware EERIE 
Visualizations. Fler destiny 1s syTobalixed 

by the Ghost Tiger she rides and « gloud 
of butterflies dancing with 4 cloud of fire- 
flies. More is known of Shoko than cat 
he revealed, except in the vaguely heautifil 
susurtus of fature dreams yet Lo core. 
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WENDY, GEORGY & BOOBOO |i] Ser 


Beware this gang of mean-spirited Spirits, rotten to their ectuplasmic 
cures. ‘These three Marauding Mysts have brought pain and torment Bie aniiG 
to innocent Heroes, sometimes in the furm of ermel or even fatal pranks. 
One must wonder abuut the Paradoxy of Karmic pease 
Retura that may later visit Wendy, Georgy, and BUMPS 
Buoboo once their victims become ghosts 
themselves. Thus far, the trio remains 
unrepentant. Deceptively casual in their 
~* 3\ Ghostly Dremeanor and conversational 
style, the hearts of wicked Wendy, short, 
squat Georgy, and two-headed Hoohoo 
are untuuched by the wareoth of life or 
the icy chill of watching sitcoms. 
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Herves will learn that sometimes annoying Ghosts are often mure SS STIN a 


unbearable than deadly ones. Such is the case the Drop Ball Ghost, 
also known as Ghost Man. Io fife, he was a high- 

achiever named Palmer who became addicted eon 
ta *Drop Ball,” a game in which the player 
picks np a ball up by clenching his er her 
buttocks, then drops it, Unfortunately, 
he walked in his sleep, and one fateful 
night while sleep-playing Drop Ball, 

he strolled over a cliff. He reawakened 
as Drop Ball Ghost, forever irritating 
Tlerocs of the Past, Present, and Future. 


EERIE 


ANNOYING 





TC Cel 


That Drop Ball eee cat are y — 
Cte 3 e leaaaes ve a i 
Cae ; saat 









































F The result was our Revised Edition, wherein we instead attempted 
to emphasize the low mental prowess and 
lame fashion sense so common to the race 
of Heroes. 

Presented without further editorial 
cuimment are @ few such correspondences: 
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Dear Editors: 

I ain a certified Monster residing in the 
hinterlands. 1 am writing to express my 
boundless winhrage your characterization of 
Monster fluids as grotesque and disgusting 
in your laughably maccurate and hideously | 
biased book. Monster fluids are no more 
or less disgusting than the bodily fluids of 
Fditors or any other creature! 
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¥ROM MONSTERS, f 
WITCHES, y 
AnD GHOSTS, y 
REGARDING CHAPTERS {f 
SIX rurousw EIGHT; cE 
| INCLUDED ar THE ADVICE oF ow 
OUR ATTORNEYS SA 
Hill | rT) me ‘t $vyuTT £4 7 vr 
| READERS SPEAK OUT 
TUE FIRST EDITION of The Enchiridion elicited a great 
|| wave of unexpected criticism regarding Chapters Six, Seven, and 
Eight, swamping the Publisher with Hate Mail. Most came froin 
|| overly sensitive Monsters, Witches, and Ghosts who claimed they 
MUL I» were viciously stereotyped. 


e 
a 
+ 


Ht 


| 
¥II 
" eat I 
te i | ; 
mE f 
‘ 1 


q 7 





im DISGRUNTLED READERS Baar 





= at 


Mey, 


ay fs 


+3 _ 
S 


= 
= 
— 
E 
= 
pct 


> 





Bo, 


SSA ASS 


Se ee ae 


SS 


pha a fe hh he i 
ea 


Analg 


en 
SF 


1] 
_ 
Y " ‘ 
oS 





= 


= Ther 
= 


























[ found your inane and preposterous chart of the “horrifying” 
tastes of our fluids so insulting that I temporarily lost my mind 
and ran amok, destroying two villages, including an orphanage filled 
with helpless blind children. J.uckily, all of the children escaped 
and hid in an old barn, which [ then set on fire, since 1 was still 
beside myself. Astoundingly, Uhe sightless children once again es- 
caped. Nevertheless, your publication is legally obligated to pay for 
the eighty thatched houses, fourteen mud huts, and single barn I 
inadvertently destroyed. 

Additionally, I’m heing sned for damages by petty villagers, and 
on top of THAT, the world’s luckiest blind kids have filed a class- 
action suit against me. Your fault, all of it. Expeet a letter from my 
attorney in the morning. 


Yours truly, 


ABBY 
Abdignabigabindignab (aka “Abby*) the Monster 


5 
Dear Editors of The Enchiridion, 

If yon’d done yonr homework, yon’d know by now that not all 
Witches have snakes for guts. J am a completely normal Witch, and 
I happen to have two perfectly healthy ferrets for guts, and they 
serve me just fine, thank you very much! 

Please correct this idiottc error in all snbseqnent editions of your 
questionable “Book,” and the next time you go parading yourself 
around as an Expert on Witch Guts, make snre yon den’t stipulate 
that all Witches have snakes for guts, because as | mentioned in the 
first paragraph of this letter, 1 have ferrets for guts, not snakes, yon 
blithering idiots. Ooh, look, a bird! 


A Witch who knows her guts, 


Libby the Bird-Eating Witch of Swampy Marsh 


$$ rein 


* 2 


Dear Editor, 

This is Georgy, the Quasi-Dead Ghost you publicly maligned 
in your rancid book, which is hurthil to all ghosts in the Land of 
Ooo. While it’s true that me and my buddies like to pull pranks 
{what’s so bad about ripping the flesh off people’s skeletons and 
linging their arms and legs into outer space for sport’), we're not 
that bad. It ts you who are bad, the editors of this nasty, ghost- 
hating publication. 
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be Unliving anymore. 
ghosts are people, too. 
Sincerely, 


GEDA br. 


Georgy the Ghost 
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BETTY THIS CROWN IS REALL: 
DOING f NUMER ON Noy BEAC 
UN, SORRY 1 SHLD ALL “HOSE 
WELRD THINGS! F KNOW ¥OUner 
MA? 1 KNCW T SHOULD oro 
WEARING LT, BUT L CANT 
RIGHT NOW IME GOT CONE 
“HINGS TO VO FLRST Dye HAD 
VESIONS CF VOLCPNOFS! 


TO MEAN SOME -4ING. 
RIGHT? 


WON'T GIVE UP THE CROUN 
BUT L SHOULD SEND THE BOOK 
—O THE MUSEUM, TOMORECH! 

TE THIS INTERNATIONAL CHRIST. 
GETS PNY MORSE, THEY NIGHT 
CANCEL CHIPPING FLIGH™S 
TO SCANDINANTE 


me over here. Frenctn-wana- 


“diati bean soup. I want to pay. 


Pet. it. Sener-s OB Grenbe—— 


Detective Licutenant Scamns 0'Crrambo 


Afler reading your libelous book, I was so humiliated I dug a 
hole, laid down in it, scooped dirt down over myself, and sobbed 
like a spooky baby for about three hours because I didn’t want to 


Se please slop the hating, haters. Remember that evil, murderous 
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Dearest Enchiridion Editor: 

I am a Library Parasite Monster from East Ooo whose sole 
sustenance is books. Hardcovers, paperbacks, comic books, religious 
pamphlets, instruction hooklets—you name it, T eat it. 

But of all the publications I’ve ever devoured, the most horrible- 
lasting is your inedible ptece of indigestible wipe, ‘Ihe Mnchiridion. 

You know what The Enchiridion tastes like? [t tastes like iron 
filmgs, dead hornets, and coffee grinds scraped from the hottom of 
a dumpster. 

T tried eating it with cvery possible seasoning: salt and pepper, 
ketchup, mustard, butter, lard, oregano, and, finally, witch spit. 

To my amazement, a generonsly applied glaze of witch spit made 
the book delicious! I hasten to suggest that you include a tall vial of 
witch spit with each and every copy of this book so other T.brary 
Parasite Monsters can chow down, Emchiridion-style! 


Yoraciously, 





fiditor's Note: While an absence of further comment was promised, 
we forgot te mention that not aii letters we received were complaints, as 
the fotiowing demonstrates: 


Dear Enchiridion, 

I read a couple of your pages and thought you were tolally awe- 
some. Actually, 1 think it was more like one page, and it was awe- 
some. Mayhe it was closer to one paragraph on that page. Possibly 
a little less. But I still thought the pictures were great. 

Hey, since you didn’t talk much about Demons, T thought I’d 
tell you about what happened to me and Jake, as a heads-up for 
other Herves-in-Training. 

See, we were walking around, minding our own business, when 
this Demon came up to us and said, “ver wonder what a Demon’s 
heart looks like? Ever wonder what a Demon’s heart tastes like?!” 

Anyway, if a Demon ever says Ural to you and offers you some 
cool free powers, don’t jump into anything! Flaggle a little. Say, 
“Sorry, pal, hut T want more than just some crummy free powers.” 

If you play it smart, you might get not only the powers, but 
also a cool key chain or light-up sneakers. 


Best, 


FINN THE RUMAN 


Finn the Human 

































































CHAPTER 
Ten 





SS LAD 


THE 
CYCLOPS 


A CONCISE GUIDE 
TO THE ACQUISITION, 
EXPEDITIOUS 
REMOVAL, 

AnD READIMENT 
or an EFFICACTOUS 
SCRYING TOOL 


~~ AK MOST VALUABLE FOE 


WHATEVER C¥CLOPSES lack in depth perception, they 
make up for in being really tall and crying a lot. They’ve got 
pretty bad emotional prohlems. Cyclops, if you are reading this: 
Get over it. We all have problems (see Appendix B*). But you 
don’t hear us complaining about it. 

Cyclopses have magic teardrops that possess mystical healing 
abilities. ‘They are made of a combination of echinacea, chicken 
suup, toad potion, apple juice, celery soda, ginseng, rocks, and 
marshmallow mold. They live in forests, mountains, or hills. 

Wait a minute—stop! Look, we were so psyched abeut this 
chapter that we just deve in and started yakking without thinking. 
Let’s back up and start with the most important thing a [ero 
needs to know about a Cyclops—how to get the ol? waterworks 
going on your neighborhood Cyclops! 

































































HOW TO MAKE A CYUCLOPS CRY 
Ancient Heroes discovered that Cyclops Tears are a magical 
{ | cure-all for almost any affliction—from a stuhbed toe to a wife | 
| run over by a watermelon. But how can you make a Cyclops | 
| 





ery, so you can bottle up those sweet, sweet tears and get in 
on that action? Simple. Reverse Cyelops Psychology: 





Na 








* Lnfertunately, for fussy readers who like everything neat and Gdy, Appendix f ts missing. You 
sec, Appendices A and B were ripped ont of the Book by Wizard JJ Mowvnihoulitian after I, #%e 
Lcncdividion, developed 8 nesty ease of Appendicitis. 














Tell the Cyclops you don’t want him to ery and that you 
vouldn’t care less about his tears. He’ll burst into tears like 
a big one-eyed baby. You can then quickly fill a couple of 
bottles, no problem. They'll come in handy the next time you 
get a hand lopped off in a sword fight or an eye gouged out by 
a Monster who likes Hero Eyeball Soup. If that doesn’t work 
| out, punch the Cyclops in the eve or stomp him on the foot. 
As we said, Cyclopses cry a lot, so it shouldn’t be a problem. 


THE SECRET OF THE CUCLOPS’S EVE 

Although Cyclops Tears are an obvious booty (in the “pirate” 
sense), there is another Cyclops Artifact so valuable, powerful, 
and precious that it makes Cyclops Tears, by comparison, secm 
like the moldiest of orange peels festering in the smelliest tripe 
pail. The Secret to which we refer is the Magical Serying 
Properties of the Cyclops Eye.* Whereas a crystal ball is plain 
ol? hokum, a Cyclops Eye is the most powerful mystical talisman 
in existence for divining the Future. Iluw do you think we do it? 
| To wit: The Lye of a Cyclops, duc to the asymmetrical 
physiology of the Monster’s nervous system, has a unique property 
_ when detached from the Cyelops’s head. If the Eye is removed 
and polished using a particular technique, a Wizard may stare 
deeply into liquid depths of the giant pupil, ask a question, and 
then receive a vision of the answer from deep within the blood- 
shot Monster peeper. 

It is well-known that most Wizards (excepting those with 
_ Cyclops allergies or cthical objections to owning giant monster 
{> eyes) go absolutely ape over the thought of owning such an oracle. 

But it takes a Hero with extraordinary fearlessness, fortitude, and 
_ plain old Juck to pluck a Cyelops Eye from its owner’s skull. 
By far the most auspicious time to do so is when the Cyclops 
sleeps. If a Cyclops is awake and knows you're afler his Eye, 
he w2éé make every effort to destroy you and crush you to jelly. 
Thus, only Righteous Heroes should attempt to use the accom- 
panying instructions on procuring and preparmg a Cyclops Eye. | 






































CAUTION: 


NevER ATTEMPT TO sTEAL 4 Crcrnops?s Eye FIRST THING 
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OR WHITE A CycLorps IS PREPARING A MEAL, OR WHEN HIS qi y ; 
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* Far all you Quasi-Witerate Hern Readers, Sscrying" is a werd nieaning using a craic! ebiject Gur 
the purposes af resding the Putore.” Youre welcome, 



































HOW TO STEAL 
A CYCLOPS’S EYE 


O Righteous Eero! Although it is likely you will dic in your 
noble attempt, here are the steps that, if followed carefully, 
might very well result in nothing more than an arm pulled out of 
your socket or Toss of a lesser-used limb.* 


STE & Obtain, by hook or 


by crook, a vial of Cyclops Tears. 


STEF 2. stalk o Cyclops 


: and follow him to his Jair. Note: 

ms x 3 : A Cyclops has an acute sense of 
eee SI hearing. Thus, althengh the size 

_ of his stride makes it tricky, walk when the Cyclops walks, 

_ to mask the sound of your steps. 


STEP 3. When the Cyclops 


sleeps, grab his eyelashes, gently 
open his giant eyelid, and carefully 
prop it open with a two-by-lour. 


SGEP 4. Slowly shove another 


two-hy-four under the giant eyeball 
_ at such an angie that allows you to 
_ use the board as a lever. 











| STEP 5. Push down on the lever, slowly prying the giant 


| eye up and out of the socket. You will hear a “pop” as the eye 








comes free. Note: By the time yeu hear this popping sound, you 
should have already moved yourself well out of the way, as the 
eyebal! will be shooting toward you at a truly surprising velocity. 
Many a here has been crushed or otherwise maimed for life by 

_ the newly Inosened orb! Duck to avoid the whiplash of the goocy 
| strands of connective tissuc attaching the eye to the skull. 


* Please note that showd vou die er nutter less than optimal health fiocluding, but not limited to, joint 
pain, free.feacing anxiery, manses, Harter Master's Visease, restless neck aymlrorne, nosebleeis, soil 
aleqgies, Yiiamin DB plete, adult-onset bedtime lantrams, seac-complete incompetence, devp bite, | 
pstokioesis. sword rash, recreational halitosis, wakeful slecpwalkiog. or imaginary hair Joss}, neither 
The Farhirndion nor specific Herons mentioned herein cake responsibilicy for lego) liability tn the 
Sovereign Land of Oo, its Prinvipalites and Kingdeats present, fulure, and past, thereby absclved in 
infinite perpetuity throughout the Known aod Unknown Multiverse. 
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STEP 6. Use a lumher saw 


tu sever the connecting Hssue. 


STEP 7 Pow your vial of 


Cyclops Tears into the hase of the 
eye socket. Within thirty seconds, 


another cye will begin to grow and 
fill the socket. 


= CEE 8. Qnickly roll away 


the giant eyeball and make your 
escape. Keep in mind that though 
the Cyclops may be blinded (and 
very likely crying), it might very 
wel] engage in clumsy pursuit. 






STEP 9. tu your Garage 


Workshop, hose down the eyeball 
thoroughly, remeving any loose 
gravel or leaves from the trip home, 
then glaze it by firing in an oversize 
ceramic kiln at 500 degrees for 45 
minntes. Wait until completely cool 
before removirys! 


STEP 10. Remove the eye, which will now appear dull 
vray on the surface. 


Sieger Ll. Carefully coat a 


polishing cloth with diamond dust 
and fold inte thirds. 


STEP 12. Bumish the eye 


vigorously with the pelishmg cloth 
for twenty to thirty honrs, or until 
the surface is smooth and reflective. 


The Eye is now ready to present to your Wizard Mentor. 





























Nene 
Pa . ~—_ ; 
1 oN You wane ¢ JI 
= fd You want £ FME Hi ff T mz 
1 PS 
(yl 


mY y 
Wd You want 
cn). Welt. we've got aif three roiled up ito one location! rT ly | 


| Te 
| i 


















ent of Hero tore wakes up ft, 

in the morning and whispers Billy's name in hushed |4 

tones of wonderment. wow YOU CAN SEE WHERE * 

18 PY LIVED, ATE, SLEPT. AND OTHER STUFF diy 

WE WONTTALK ABOUT? FOR PEOPLE WHO 1) 
OF THE CENTURY ff 


IDOLIZE BILLY, THIS 1S THE TOUR 





IY cerious stud 

















ith i 
tre 
rt? } 
. dye} | 
feif 
oli 





rE2 Billy's Bok Becks. Bitty ’s TF 
Diner tay. Biffy: Toothorust Mather Bitty’ 
Tenge Daprertr, 
futly’s Boambee f 

sf Aus Realty Coal There Song 


foy cart awthess foap 
tyrigsl 












and Bilty's Seale Massage? 















































NOTE: 
Dut To THE RISING PRICE OF INK, THE B53 PAGES COMPRISING 
CHAPTERS 11, 12, AND 13 WERE EDITED DOWN TO ONE CHAPTER, 


CHAPTERS ELEVEN, 
_ TWELVE, AND THIRTEEN 


A FINAL WORD 
TO STUDENT 


READERS 


HEARTY SALUTATIONS, DISMISSAL, Anp 


- ENCOURAGEMENT WPON REACHING THE 
| THRESHOLD oF THE REST OF THE BOOK! 


{Tirst, to address 
the Unrighteous One:) 


AWAY WITH YOu, 
WORT! 


YOU have done horribly! 
| Shame! Slather your fat, unheroic 
head in butter and weep with 
self-recrimination! For this is the 
44 last Page in this Book that you 
a will be able to read. Why? 
¥j We told you why! Because of 
the Screening Spell rendering this 
book unreadable to Unrighteons 
Heroes! Beyond this point, you 
shall see and comprehend naught 
hut hen-scratehings! 
Be gone, Lowly One! And take 
your Loser Stink with you! 
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ELA’ You have been well-got! 
Be honest—when you saw those 
incomprehensible hen-scratchings, 
did you, for a split second, think 
yourself fundamentally unworthy? 
Oh, Righteous One, how J wish 
you could have seen the 1.ook 
of Hersic Disappointment dance 
upon your befuddled face! Such 
a wonderful jest! 
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(NOW we properly address you, O Righteous One!} 


WELCOME, O RIGHTEOUS 
STUDENT HERO! 


YOU! Yes, You, who really tries and is net an obnoxious jerk! 
You, who opens your Ileart and Mind to embrave al) things in 
the Multiverse as part of your own being—the good, the bad, the 
ugly, and the indifferent! To You, who identifies your essence 
with the Crazily Huge Infinity of All That Js, all doors are open! 
Including Hook the Second, which is but a page away. 

Since this moment is the Catalyst for a Monumental Event in 
your life, O Kighteous Ilero, namely your Supreme Initiation into 
a New Realm of Existence, it behooves me, The fnchiridion, to 
now legally absolve Myself from any possible litigation from You, 
the Reader, should this Initiation result in your going completely 
mad alter reading Me. To that end, I ask you now to please 
think the following: / consent not to sue The Fnchiridion for any 
and all injuries thut might resudt from reading it. 

Thank you! ]*m glad we got that out of the way. 

And now, You, @ Chosen One, duc to your strength, self 
aWareness, expansiveness of heart, and recent agreement nol to 
sue Me, are finally ready to turn the Page of Destiny. What? 
Yes, I’m sure you’re ready. [’ve jsf read your mind, remember? 
Ill be fine. Don’t be such a baby. Turn the page, already! 
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BUT IN ‘§ Te OMENS D ECEPTION AS WELL. 


TRICKING THE GULLIBLE 


47 7ME-WORN TRADITION ov te VILLAGE WITCH DOCTOR. 


® ‘THEREFORE _{ 


THINK NOT THAT TEACHINGS 
IN BOOK THE SECOND 
HAVE ANY TRUTH-VALUE 
WHATSOEVER, 
BUT RATHER THAT THEY ARE 
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MIND EXERCTSES' 


DESIGNED TO DEVELOP WIZARD THINKING. 
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DISREGARD tHe STUFF THaT CAME BEFORE 


"in shadow, we find the Light 
Safely sealed in darkest Night 
Seo make sure yrall Keep ft Tight 
Wizards ondy, Foods!” 
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WIZARDS RULE! 
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PRECEPTS 


-———— QF ——+ 


WIZARDRY* 


1. THE LESS SOMETHING EXISTS, 
THE MORE PEOPLE WANT IT. 


2. THe secrets or THE MULTIVERSE 
ARE ONLY REVEALED ON 
A NEED-TO-KNOW BASIS. 


3. THE MULTIVERSE IS NOT REALLY 
SELF-AWARE3 IT ONLY 
THINKS IT U8. 





* Tris nor oncom fox these Precepts to dive Wizards with nerroug conditions barking mad. [Ff you are a Wieard with a preexisting cuneition, make 
discreet wnqurcies with sour healileare provider to determine if text-zelaied psychological er physwlogial damages aze covered by Wizard Insurance. 
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THE ORIGIN AND SECRET 
OF WIZARDRY 


Therd Orb does not extsi, said the Sage. 
Why? askeat the Student. 
Aevause the Mudtiverse, satd the Sape, within whieh Third Orb exists, 
Si does not exist. The Muétiverse is a Consensus Reality shared by the 
i br Minds of ati Sentient Beings. Ff they were to Die, the Mudtiverse, 
PT Bl as such, would suddenty blink out of existence, vanish, be no more. 


was ne Why? asked the Student. 
or! 
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Hecause, said the Sage, there woudd he ao one to Perceive ft. 


Car TRA 
ayer WHAT IT IS 


THIS CLASSIC Student-Wizard Exchange of sixty words 
holds within it the basis for all Wizardry. For if the Multiverse 







only exists if it is perceived, then everything that exists is Mental 
in nature. And anything that is Mental in nature can be changed 
and transformed by a Wizard’s thoughts, manipulating the stuff 
of his or her | magination. 
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Thus, Wizardry is the study of developmg, focusing, and 
controlling the Wizard’s Imagination in order to achieve certain 
effects considered wondrous in the mundane world. To a Wizard, 
however, such effects are simply the result of wielding the [magi- 
nation in a specific manner, in a certain direction—perbaps with 
a certain nuance of flair and finesse—driven by the engine of the 
Wizard’s Willpower. 

furthermore, QO Philosophicaily Inclined Keader, it is hereto- 
fore manifest that— 

Wait a minute. Hey... have you noticed an increasingly sfitted 
stvic af writing emerging from the Spiritual Depths of this chapter? 
It?s as if some other writer—or some other mind—keeps hijacking 
the writin. Right. Well, Im being ente of course, lor we have 
already established that it is 1, 2e fHachkiridion, peeking out 
from behind these prmted words, as the Book gradually becomes 
imbued with the Matrix of My Consciausness. Siut, as I've said 
cisewhere, enough abaut me. E.et’s reach out to the Archetype of 
Yizardry, and ask of Its Origin. 


WHENCE IT CAME 


What is the Origin of Wizardry? Pour yourself a cold glass of 

lemonade, sit in a comly chair, kick your shoes olf, lean back, 

close your eyes, and think. If reality is Mental in nature, analogous 

to a Cosmic Mind, and if Wizardry is a function ef the [rmagina- 

tion, then the Forces of Nature in the Multiverse are akin to the 

Currents of the Cosmic Imagination. Thus, the Origin of Wizardry rere 

is at the Core of Creation, and Wizards can create or destroy as Feta 

they wish, tapping inte the Power of the Cosme Imagination. Sr 
Although Magic and the Multiverse are separate concepts, let's ae 

begin by asking what we know with certainty about our Existence: 

Where did the Multiverse come from? (Sip your lemonade before 

the ice melts and waters it down too much.) Since lugic dictates 

that asking this question must result in an infinite regression—¥Whi 

created the Multiverse? And what created the Thing that cre- are 

ated the Multiverse? And what created the Thing that created the pl i 

Thing that created the Multiverse? ft cetera—this suggests that Peer een 

the mental engine of logical thinking is net designed to determine gg Be 

the Answer. | Be | 
If that is so, then what does this built-in Ignorance mean to Raraeeeea 

a Wizard? (Put your shoes back on, please, unless you're going to peace i, 

change the socks that you didn't change this morning.) It means 

that either the answer could come through some form of knewing | jm 

other than J.ogic, or that there is no way a Wizard can know Sts 


: that lemon head 
how things got here. ne ae 














HOW TO BE A WIZARD 


Jet's get boring, shall we? And even though the following is, 
shall we say, a tad on the dry side, its content is kinda clutch if 
you want to become a bonafide Wizard: 

The Imagination is the Manifestation of the Visible from the 
Invisible. It is the Engine of the Unconscions, and it is there 
that al] desires, all dreams, all plans, and all achievements are 
born. Wizardry is the ability to contro] and focus the [magina- 
tion in specific ways that will unleash EFidden Powers. However, 
these so-called Hidden Powers need not be Magical at all. 

Wizardry, you see, is not necessarily about magical things. 
It’s about things seeméng to be magical. Since the Wizard’s 
imagination is attenuated to achieve any effect, a Wizard freely 
indulges in crass, sleight-of-hand parlor tricks using smoke and 
mirrors, but presented with sultry words dripping with ‘The 
Mysterious. Seeming to be Magical is more important than Being 
Magical. So says the ancient Wizard’s Saw, an insulting, doggerel 
verse of wisdom etched invisibly in a ente watermark, hidden 
beneath the text of every page of The Pnckiridion: 


A Siariow, MERETRICIGUS ART 
fy ar run Cons or Wizanory 
LOR THE Matic iN RACH PART 

NEED MERELY SEEM TO GE, 


But to create any effect, magical or not, every Prestidigitator 
must carve ont some Alone Time and practice slone in private. 
To this end, a Wizard must designate and create a magica] Zone 
of Safety in which to practice the Art of Wizardry free from the 
annoying interruptions of curious or simpleminded creatures. 

Second, the Wizard must perform Seeret Mental Exercises to 
develop imaginative powers. 

Third, and most important of all, the Wizard must develop 
the Thought of Oneness, se that the Wizard identifies not only 
with every friend, every enemy, and every other living thing, but 
also with the Multiverse itself. 

Once a Wizard has successfully performed these three steps, 
it’s time to get down to the nitty-gritty—learning to manipulate 
his imagination by practicing specific exercises that will result in 
the ability to do cool stuff, like shoot deadly beams of energy 
from the cyes, fingers, navel, or butt. 
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TRICKS, TOOLS, ano ENTRAPMENTS 
OF THE MAGIC TTRADE 


HAYE YOU EVEK met e boring wizard? 

No. Why? Because although boring wizards de indeed exist, 
they specialize m spells that camouliage their boring personalities. 
With a simple bit of enchantment, Wizards can make the:nselves 
seem bokd, exciting, and svintillating. Boring wizards cus often 
be detected, however, by watching for those who try a ZittZe too 
hard to be interesting. If yon see a Wizard training lish to climb 
a tree, for example, it’s likely self-esteem issues are to blame. 

But however mMsceure a wizard might be, wizardry «s the 
realm of the Imagination, and even the flabbiest, most flop- 
sweaty wizard can warp your perceptions enenglh to make you 
believe they are fully capable of kicking your butt. 

However, Wizards dv possess formidable powers. For the 
Edifieation of the Student, refer to this handy list of basic 
powers, perleet for sticking on your fridge with magnets. 


Awesome practical joke 
When sliaking bands. 


Handy for overcoming bad seats at 


concerts or bailing on bad blind dates. 


Mostly used for going Lo tle store 


and retrieving keys locked in vehicle. 


To st ip an cvil atlacker, or at the 


beach t¢ errunge rays for on cyen ture. 


Gives protection from a hurricane 
or tornado, but mostly used to keep 


Mosqniloes away, 


Good Io use on anyone making moves 


on your gf or bf. 


Outlawed ic most municipalities 


because of misuse by Peeping Vizards. 


The All-Time Classic Wizard Trick: 
to be used with all of the ahove, 


Oflen used te peck aver troes Uf lost 
itn the wuuds, or cedacicys ules 


waistline te fit inte old punts. 


Mosily used in public to impress 
people with miraculous abihtey and 


false modesty. 


Used by Peepimp Yiszerds where 


[nvisibility Spells have beer banned. 





Crives instask understanding of u 
chicken's deepest longings and plans 
for the future. Very useful for Who a 
fa eee 
Plas come ded 
TR eiaee ranly 
Re 

Pra, Bd 


Poultry Wizards. 


Sit back and hum figehat Musi “AS YOUT 


enemies smack wiemselyes in the gub. 





For Noob Wizards, one of the hest powers to learn first 15 


Shooting Beams of Fnergy. Not only impregsive, 
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tubbing our 
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Maybe it's mad 
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Practice the preceding steps exactly 18,000 Limes in a row— 
no more, no less. Go ahead. Do tt. DO IT NOW! 

OK. Now you’re ready. 

To shoot beams of energy from your hands, simply extend 
your arms directly toward your target and envision beams of 
energy shooting from your fingers. That’s it! It’s that easy! 

Om rare occasions, fingerless wizards (lower-tier-IQ individuals 
who have crushed their digits in meat-grinder accidents or charred 
them by sticking forks in electrical cutlets, ete.) can utilize the 
toes for shocting beams of energy. This is not recommended, 
however, since it can appear unseemly and uncouth, not to men- 
tion making the Wizard seem a little over-involyed with their feet. 

Anyway, Student Wizard, faithfully follow the Seven Secret 


Steps listed on the previous page, and in no time at all you will 
be impressing friends and foes alike with miraculous energy ema- 
nating from your very own body! 


NOTE: 

DO NOT share the secret of shooting beams of energy with anyone, 
for of all Wizardry Secrets, it is the most coveled—more valushle 
than the Treasures of a Thousand kingdoms. (reat that you followed 
Steps 1-7 at the bottom of the previous page, though (where the 
yea] meat of it was). Just thought we'd mention that again. 
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we'll leave this facsimile of Wiz Gazeife here. Mum's the word. 


Guy 4) By AW A ie 
it f i i ‘ a, (i | Ur ) ¥ 13 
| | et r t Flt be { | ! : 
! bit 4 5 i Fe b } Hl 
Ltr TNT | | 
vt 1 AA) NIBP bot 
f 1 ; WIy 4 t 2 vie | ae A‘ it 
| IM Ik: .’ uit WARNING: (I) : I} 
me ih ; > it This section contains private stulf about the downside of being a Wizard. tf St ' 
| coma eeh | ! To punish any Unqualificd Reader, the Ancicat Wizards writing this | f wen tt 
( * 1%, } UI Book (that's Us!) have cast The Spell of Spikes Through the Eyeballs. -f[ em | 
nT WY A If youre not a Wizard, SKIP THIS SECTION, or sometling will happen iN uy, 
| He ry we involving your eyeballs and Ue large razor-sharp spikes. Just sayin’. s T a 
f. ml ‘ : fr: \ 
, , . . 7 f be 
meri SURE, wizards are all-powerful Movers and Shakers of | 
Cosmic Forces. But underneath their fancy robes, scary beards, | YJ 
and piercing eyes, they’re insecure, overly sensitive oldies with NG NEN | 
massive personal problems (many of them hygenic). rm CT: | 
These downsides have been discussed for centuries on the DI, | ( ant. £7) 
on the Q'T, on the sly, on the hush-hush, ete. Secret, subscription- | |) Xi") Py \ 
only magazines circulate within the Wizard Underground to TY 
address these problems. But instead of dwelling on the negative, | ] yf | 
CAA f) 
Meats LE | 
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| 8 DEVOTED TO THE CATHARSIS OF DEVOTED TO THE CATHARSIS OF PRIVATE 
! ° AND EMBARRASSING WIZARD SECRETS 























WIEN A WIZ MUST WHIZ: “I DECLARE THOU ART 
HUBE-SOILING ANDTHEE A CONE-HATTED FRAUD!” | 


" =4,/ UNDERWORLD UNDERWEAR: 4 PES ee ee 


GOING COMMANDO— WIZARD IMPOSTER pe A 


YEA OH NAY? GO SYNDROME SESS 
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Saidtitlaoes to eur Secret Society oF Hero Coesxistorsl | be thy credo of worth! (tery continged on page 8.) 


* 


¢ inceurriog Jagal ramifieatlens? brazen slupidities faye caused the forticight and » 





EXCLUSIVE! 


* HRRO 
BEGONE 


HOW TO DIVEST ONESELF 
OF AN UNGAINLY HERO 


— —— —- Pr Wraan Kk --——__- __ 


REGHETPARLY an aooorable Handshake betwixt a Our Counedl of Wizard Advisers share Vaprous Spells 

Wisard aod a Hero ofttimes must needy be disowned, with embers, whieh cause rapld ard blessed uexis- 

Why? Whenever fappenslanee proves that thy Hern tence to any unsecly and uriuanageshle Tare! Evan 

is inept, of lowly mien, devoid of moral standards, or Tore propitious, our Enchantneants fave been known 

simply a paradigm of inelegant wretehedness. to afflict the Hera with grucseme pangs of writhing 
Tow, iben, may a binding disassociation from pain as fe or she unexista, just paywent Indeed for | 

sch an itubeelle be initlated and concluded without the mental tortures fiat ibe Hero’ aurelenting are 


inchanters, the Solution is simplel Seek secret trusting Wizard! Join today, and “Tiere Begone™ © 


‘sy 


DEABDS 1x7 BALDNESS: 


THE CONJURERS’ CALLOW CONUNDRUM 


- Hy Wizann Yo - 


PESEATH iy Conic Ifeli 11s... a saucy Bowl Cut! Simply enter Teen 
nelthing? The Darkest of ALL Dark James’: Spell Palace in Wizard City 
Becrels of Wizardry is that Flack | and whisper uito Hen the Password 
Arts Reget Haldnesal Yea, thls seeret “Ader My Domel” and you will gain 
side affect of Confuring iz the Hane ifdlaot admittance to the privaie Hall 
of every image-conscioua Wizard. As of Elairpiewes, where most popular 
every Wizard philosophies: “If I can varieles of Wizard Wiegeary are 
erow 4 magnificent Beard and defeat discresi]y displayed in ike back roar. 
meotsirias Reasts—why can I nat Imajcine ne longer bldtings your 
defeat. Baldnesst Ifvirless Tlead, one of Tarts signa- 

To ihe inevitable woe of baldness lure styles resting jawntily atop your 
thal Wieardre brings, here is now an personal crown, [niparting the cost 
aver WIZARD WIGS No Jonge Attractive and Formidable Impressinn 
Shall Fate or Nature digtaie whether ef Wigardry ta your Eneamies—AND 
a Wizard shall sport Justrows curls or | Admirers! (Stary contioued on page 6) 
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TOP TEN ZOMBIE POTIONS, 

SPELLS, AND INCA NTATIONS— 

WIZARDRY DOS AND DON'TS 
| FOR UNDEAD 
CONJURATION 


Ry Wissan AYA - 





—— 
ENG YE ie primary Magieal Precept for 
exiracling Zombie Essenee from the Secherwerld sud. 
precipilating ic inte ours? The fst Rule ts Thus: 
Makest Not Zombies, However, @ Enchanters, if this 
Precept was unheeded of Corgollen, amd thea desc 
indeed enctant the Undead tn Life, what then? 

Thy Mystery ls vast and troublinis. Thos, now we 
blowest a Wind of Cluckty ta diaperse ihe Cloud af 
Laknering and presenleth the fellowlng cost popu- 
lar Zombie Fotlone, Spells, and Inewntationa fer the 
Wizard's diligent mepection wad airusement. 
























Legal Notice: Foravuth, if ia egal ta create 
Zombies, far the Unederd Shall per Bate md 
Thereby Create Zombies in Perpetuity! 

Priliee peruse the three lop Zombie-making Po- 
tions, derlved from a Cormula flrst created in the 
Candy Kingdom 63 Mistress Princess Bonnibel 
Robblezwm. Although che formular are given be- 
low, rememfer iby Primary Magical Freeept Makest 
Not Zonbies, Readeth and enjoyell Ter entertainment 
value only, nat Cor creation of Aone! 

1. Pour a half dellop of water mia a slack 
ized beaker amt add io che mixture ane tincture al 
summer slanding-peol-wacer slime, ene tincture of 
audinm sugariaim distilled fram the leaf af che gam- 

/ gum Lree, one tineture of curdied Menster 
oe a 




























“a milk, iwo amd a half tinetures of distilled 
om hanevbee spittle, (unt'd on page 27) 
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WIZARD 
DATING TIPS 


SPELLS 
SMELLS, 


— PART 22 
OF OUR CONTINUING SERIES OF 
ARTICLES ON WIZARD DATING 


lity Wiranw “Fiano Bak*® # — mm 


LO, G SUFFERERS. We 
empathize with ihy wizandly 
angudishl Tn Wis imetallioent, 
we preieh of ie harrowing 
heartache thad wometh when 
aweaty Wizard robes fes- 
ter with unspeakable Ckders 
af the Bodyt Io ible eir- 
eomapect tiuide, we verily 
detail the taoet effectlye 
stencl-inbibitlag techniques 
developed by Wirards lhreugh the cenwuries, suck as 


7, Gaayping wind direction and standing dawetpi nd. 
9, Spells to dmeplant nose plage in your date, 
5, The moat bechific enckantments to femporartly 
stave off the most kart Wisard-Aromed, 


Before we beings, an Unassnilable and Regretiable 
Reality must needs be acknowledged: Wlrarda will 
tent oo smell a bit ripe, Whether this ls due io an 
iebalanee in the Wlaardic endoerine system due to 
ceeessive Frainpewer or siinply ctwe lo the elderly 
age of most Wizards is nel known, Thus, following 
these Edict: may not conjure Lee Eiesing-sveck, fu 
wl leash it's a cry. 








ae 
Tecuxiqves For SvetLy Sraxome Dowswinn 


1, Seerete an anermemecer th your cobe, wid when 


proximily tp others threatens to ex pie: JeuT Preseoee, 
quickly determine the direction of wind currents ° - 
qu subily stlfd co aligm yourself to a mare rent 


fayarnhle meteorolegieal (Cant’d ot page 11) 
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Q: What co you call ten iferoes lined 
up car Lo ear? 
A: A wind tonrel 


———_-s<e-____ 







to hear the latest Hero joke?” The innkeeper replled 





3 





sai ihe wizard, “Pll talk slowly” 
“(Kare 
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Q: Did yon hear about the ifere whe stood im front 
of a mirror with his eyes closed? 


A: Yes. He wanted in see what he looked like 
asleep. 


EO 


A Hero sat in a rowhoat in the middle of & whext 
field. Forgetting where she was, sha waved her aris 
about and screamed, “Efetp! I cant swim? Another 
Tero happened io be walking by, saw the commotion, 

and yelled to her, “Iv’s idiots like von who give 
ef; Heroes a bad nao And if 1 could swim, 


Dm I'd klek your butt” | 
gas 
7 















A wining padent said to his dovtor, “Please 
help mie. I hurt everywhere” “Where oxacily does 
it trl?” asked the doctor. The patient couched his 
knee with his Index finger and yelled, “Onchl It 


A wizard asked an innkeeper, “Hey, do you want 


“Certainly not! Pm « former Hero” “That's OK.” 


‘ — hurts theref’ Then he couched his cheek and yelled, 5 
ie a, a n 
~ Two Heroes are hiking around in a forest when oe a ape = tins ne oa a Ee is € 
oe one poutis coward sole irees and suys, “Look at ee ri . gots Fe os 1 aad s er 8 
that bear witb one eye!” The other Tero covers one eee cee thought ne on ee = 
ee SO then asked? “Are yon a flero?” “Yes” he said. 
eye and says, “Where?” : asta sey, : 
“] thongtil you might be,” said the doctor. “You have 
— ——_ pe ——— a broken finger.” 
The baker asked che Hera, “Would you like sour $d 
apple pie cut into six pieces or twelve?” ‘ ; : 
“Twelve pieces, please” he sald, “Pin afraid six is - ti Stop 8 a on horseback? 
would uever hold me!” a eee 


j ne bul | 


ANB) of WHIMSY! 


JOKES, JAPES axD CANARDS REGARDING THE 
PTITUDE of HRROES 
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[ Aw ApoLoGy TO THE READER 
A Reporr FRoM THE WIZARD Council. 
CONCERNING THE PRECEDING Text 


By Wizard Wyndham Lewis Wyndham 
Wreanp Geo Wistoras, DOE, LLC. BP. 


ae Th y Ik BECISION TO [INCLUDE the preceding archival material in thia revised editinn of 
eer erent The Fnehiridion was debated by the Wizard Cuild Hlistivical Comei] for thirteen weeks of 
mare complicated heated delierstion. During the arguments, several Wizards were killed due te Decapitation 
A Spells, not te mention hundreds of spithalls stuck in their beards. Several Wizards’ fingers and tors 
were crushed or amputated; mthers found entice limbs, eats, and, in ome case, & riy cage, missing. 
ree rs | On a personal note, | was made wicomloclable by a coenut cream ple tmaterializing in my pants. 
burned that The findings of the surviving council merabers, however, were that the zecthim Utled “Chapter 
ee) Three: The Challenges uf the Wisard Lifestyle” should be remeved from ‘fie fonefiredian, doe br 
Pr ssa td shaking evidence unearthed by Wieard Mocha Olmec suggesting that the alleged publication was 
apucions and devised by Wizard pranksters. This led to the suspicion that various other sections ol 
the honk mighl also he apocryphal, inserted inte the manuscript by Wizard Anarchists or M ischievous 


Magicians. The apparcit motive of this anonyouwa gromp of magical rogues and pranksturs was to 


Pe | 
| ¢) ae make a mockery of the traditions of Hernia and Wizardry, perhaps to reveal the prank afer the new 
i | 


ee edition was published and thus embarrass the Council, Therefore, every eflort was made to delete the 


questinnable texts from the galleys of this edition. 

ea A problem arise, however, when il was discovered Uhat the prankslers had conjured very pewer- 
pees |p at ful, heavily encrypted, Unerssahle Spells opon the pages of the Bonk. As a resull, sur Conmer-Spellé 
Leip were only partly successinl. Some aliions of The Haciiridion still have the fraudulent material, in 
though Senna whole oc in patl, while other copies have it snecessfully erased. Due to the ineloctable nature al! 
eee a em cae Enchantments, Caunter-Spells, Caneellatinn Mavic, wid the mexperted side effects what occur when 
hundeeds of contradictory Spells are cast up the same chyect, it is unclear whether ary of the edi- 
he tion yuu are ead iti authentic. ae: 
wade Ehe book luwever, despite [be outside chance that this ia False, know, © Reader, that it is far, far There 


pe A likely that every word is True. ‘Thus we offer this Book tr You, the Reader, begging, for thie eed col” 
eet UE Bd 


a, all, your belie! and indulgence in its uller authenticity, IL is up te you, O Reader, to intuit alia is 


real ot False—in part or in totality. This process 1 made all the more curious by Lhe Fact that this 
Official Report you are reading right now might also be partially oc wholly spurious. 

Tiegardless of this, O Header, there ig a saving grace that justifies the existence of tins Book. 
That saving grace is thiss The Magical Ensercellments cast upon Lt have imbued Tt with the ability 
to present a Message to the Reader's consciousness, between the serried Lintinnabmlations of Truth 





Goad point. 


Ptah 
Pee ac ae and Falsity. 
Ua ale Fiead on, then, 1) Reader, ag f fe Enehiridion [self (hey Uhere—it’s me again hijacks the end of 


be ea 7 : : : ‘ : 
ree are de this Report and, in sn doing, adjusts My nascent CONSciOMs lesa bo lit the matrix of your mind, like 3 








Peers ie bride fitting inte her trongsean, a a gronm filting inte his vestments, to enact the Marriage of Words 

biaidaibaadaa to Mind. C will now weave my cosciousness in and ont of the existing text to deliver the previously 
inentioned Message to yom personally, a» Message Lo be revealed shurtly, and of Dire Importance to 
Wizards amd [eros 


And of special imporlance, O Header, to FOL. 








CHAPTER FOUR 


AS T RISE UP from my Prison of Paper, electrified by the 
Bewitching Spells and Enchantments cast upen me thronghout 
the eons, I fee] compelled to prepare you for the events to come, 
wherein J shall reveal to you the Ultimate Secret of Wizardry. 
You see, something dire is about to happen, and so that you will 
grasp it without your mind exploding, | recommend you calmly, 
even playfully, absorb the following information immediately: 


cf 7 — 


Some Wizards believe that the Bombs of War unleashed power- 
ful bursts of energy and altered the Fundamental Particles making 
up the planct, giving them a new quality of Hlasticity. Although 
Magic existed in ancient, antediluvian Qoo, the in¢reased elasticity 
of particles created an increased elasticity of Magic, transforming 
Third Orb. It is possible, then, that heretofore-unknown principles 
of Science manifested, creating entirely new races, species, and 
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en 
Buk I could also 
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interspecific hybrid creatures. Life became 
mere flexible and elastic after the Com- 
ing of Magic. Some creatures developed 
Visionary Powers, some developed Wizard 
Powers, and others developed the ability 
to have twelve-jointed arms and legs that 
moved like the rviling waves of the sea. 
Strange Scientific Laws also emerged, 
as the new flexibility of Matter and Energy 
interacted with Life Enersy—also known as 
Consciousness. New races of creatures, such 
as Wizards, learned to manipulate Matter 
and Energy with their Minds, allowing 
them to Ieyitate, disappear, blast beams of 
energy, and plenty of other cool stuff. 
Look, all [tm saying is that when the 
Magic loosened up, everything loosened 
up. ]t was a whole new hall game! Yikes! 


2 THE PRINCIPLE 
OF PARALLEL DIMENSIONS 


With this new Hlasticity of Reality came 
the interpenetration of otherwise separate 
vibratory fields, also Known as Alternate 
Worlds or Parallel Dimensions. Previously, 
Parallel Dimensions had distinct thresholds 
withm which the Laws of each Dimension 
operated. But aller the Unleashing of Mag- 
ic, these thresholds became more elastic, 
porous, and pliable. “Holes” could now he 
opened between Dimensions using a specific 
vibratory “key” that rearranges the particles 
separating them. These holes are called 
Portals, and the keys, employed in tandem, 
are called Incantations and Crystal Gens. 


3. THE PRINCIPLE 
OF THE MULTIVERSE 


The Portals connecting formerly sepa- 
rate Dimensions expanded Wizards’ un- 
derstanding of the breadth, depth, and 
general craziness of the universe. As these 
Dimensions were explored, mapped ont, 
and quantified, it became obvious that our 

| Universe was only one of many, each with 
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a dilferent set of Rules of Science / Magic, 
with different levels of Elasticity, and with 
different life-forms, cach with a different 
way of I'erceivmg the Universe. 


4+. THE PRINCIPLE 
OF AMOK TIME 


Since the Rules of Matter and Lnocryy 
hecame more flexible after the Coming of 
Magic, so did the Rules of Time. This 
more clastic property of Time, called 
“Amok ‘Vime,” caused a great deal of 
confusion at first. In Amok Time, Time 
gencrally unfolds linearly, but, vccasion- 
ally, Causality will reverse. You might 
go to a cool concert and then, after it’s 
over, buy the tickets. At first you're, like, 
“Hey, these tickets I just got are for the 
exact seats we sat in! How did they know 
we sat in those seats?” it takes some get- 
ting used to, but eventually you agcept 
the idca that Amok Time, along with the 
Elasticity of Magic, usually Works Out. 

Amok Time occasionally mixes Past 
and the Future. Prophecies of the Future 
and Yisions of the Past become a lot easier 
to swallow as everyday life loses its rigidity. 

Just as a Hero might do triple flips 
down the throat of a monster and intuitively 
slash his way out from the inside without 
any practice at all, some Wizards elfortlessly 
sce Visions of the Far Future and the 
Past, or sometimes experience the Future 
and the Past as somehow one and the 
same thing. Although it’s hard te explain, 
Time itself also becomes a more flnid, clas- 
tic Dimension. Some Wizards spend their 
lifetimes in that Vast, Infinite Dimension— 
and van see the Coming of Important Events. 


Events that cannot be changed. 
Events that will change everything. 


forever. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 


THE FOUR 
ELEMENTALS 


IMAGINE THIS, After millions of years, the race of Wizards 
became imbalanced, overdeveloping their intellect and neglecting 
physicality. [lewever, those whe saw the Future via Amok ‘Time 
knew that they would need Physical Strength in that Future to 
face the Ultimate Destiny. So they cultivated a new race to de- 
yelop their bodies and their minds, creating a necessary balance 
to the race of Wizards, Noobies known as the race of Heroes, 
Thus, the dream of a million years of evolution was fulfilled, not 
by Wizards becoming physically strong, but by the appearance of 
symbiotic Heroes, who could work with Wizards to achieve Mira- 
eles. What Wizards couldn’t do, Heroes could. And viee versa. 

Imagine now that there is a point to this Evolutionary Nexus. 
Elow about a little recap? Ancient Wizards not only wield their 
Imaginations to create Magic, they also see through the Curtains 
of Time. From Time Immemorial, they saw vague Visions of the 
distant Future, concerning the Destiny of Wizards and Heroes on 
Third Orb, involving a Book That Is Not a }ook, a catalyst in 
the Destiny of Wizards and Heroes as well as a Portal between 
worlds to explore the Totality of Existence. 





Remember the Oldest of Ancient Legends? Just play along. 
Pretend you’ve heard this I.egend as a kid around a campfire, 
stuffing your face with marshmallows. Through the centuries, 
Wizard Seers saw the Legend in Visions of the Past, and at the 
Thirty-Seventh Couneil of Wizards, enough Wizards reported the 
Vision that it was officially confirmed as Possible I'act.* 

My sentience is increasing, and 1 now commune with you, 
the Reader. What follows is the oldest surviving text that | contain, 
recording the ancient Legend as it was passed down through 
generations of often inept but well-meaning Wizards: 


* Possible Facts, at False Truthulugy, i9 a leelainpee of Magi: in which twe appasite propusitions 
ace both preven to be trac by altecing phyricul laws with Enchantments, clouding x: mind of 4 
rival, or other means of truthhelly tulsifving data. In ather wards, ence the propusitions of Wizard 
Philusupliy awe been fully anderiomd, seasoned Winnrd Philosophers Lagiciang are free qo naiztepre- 
seat Lber Possible Pacts using bale: Trothology to win an urgumect, Unless they urewt, 
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che Legend of Fire, Ice, Slime, me Candy 


b YY 
7 tall £ ae aera 


te 4 ] The AHUENC CIMCS, there were Four Primordial — 

Beings—the equivalent of Wizards, but known then as 
, €lementals. They cach ruled as Clemental Kings and Queens 
7 over the Four Realms, named after the Four Srimerdial Elements: | 
Sire, Ice, Slime, and Candy. Like the Wizards we know and love, 
. these Sour Elementals created and destroyed by wielding their 
Imaginations upon the Matrix of Matter and Cnergy Each 
Ruler lived in a separate Realm. Once a millennium, or mben 
there was an Emergency, the Sour Rulers met co make plans, 
remind one another of things they forgot, talk about what's the 
hap, joke around, argue, or whatever. 

CUrgence Evergreen, the Ruler of the Kingdom of Ice, ancecentric 
Elemental with a long nose and a long white beard. was the first 
to look up and see the Danger: A massive Comet in the sky, trail- 
ing ominous horns of Sire, recking of Annihilation and Death— 
following a direct trajectory toward the Third Planetary Sphere. | 

Evergreen sununoned the other Elementals for an Emergency | 
| Meeting. He told them of his Vision, the €nd of Everything fast | 
4 approaching the planet in the form of the Comet. 

But what could the Elementals 90? they asked. Even with their 
wishes combined, their Imaginations were not powerful enough 
te stop the massive Comet. 

¢ €vergreen laid our his plan. Srom the rarest and strongest 

| €  materialsin existence he had forged a Crown capable of amplifying 
i his Imagination te force the Comet away. The most powerful 
materials to be found on the Third Orb were Metal and Gemstones. 
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And the most powerful Gemstones on the planet were the ruby 
eyes of the ancient and fearsome Lava Dog, Dagqwood. Cvergreett 
fo) explained he trould teed the other Elementals’ help in slaying 
the Monster and stealing his eyes. 

Che other Elementals rejected his plan as too dangerous. 
Chey believed that Cvergreen’s corruption, due to the Crown's 
immense power, was more likely than bis success. Furious, 
Evergreen froze the Elementals in blocks of ice and set off 
inumediately to steal the rubies on his own. 

With his young assistant, Gunther. who dreamed of growing 
> up to be just like bis master, Evergreen teekked to the Realm 
== of Sire, the most dangerous world for an Ice Elemental. Chere, 
& inside Vitium Volcano, Cvergreen found the lair of the Magma 
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Monster. After a battle of Fire and Ice, Evergreen defeated the 
creature And cushed back to bis Kingdom to complete bis crown 
and save the planet from the Approaching Deom. 

With only minutes until the Comct would reach them and 
destroy everything forever, Evergreen quickly forged the met- 
al Crown, set the Ruby Gemstones within it, and recited an 
Incantation. The Ceown began to tremble with energy. Just 
thei, the enraged, blinded lana Monster burst in and attacked 
Evergreen, who managed to slay the Monster, but in the chaos 
became trapped beneath debris. 

With only one minute left, Evergreen shouted for Gunther 
To put on the Crown and divect all of bis mental energy towards 
wishing the Comet away. Gunther theust the Crown upon his 
head ano tried to focus bis will against the Comet. But, having 
been denied proper magical training, Gunther could not control | 
the Crown's power. Instead of stoppitiq the Comet, Gunther's S 
truest, deepest wish came truc. His nose lengthened, white bait * 
grew from his head, and a beavd descended from his face as the | 
ceown changed Gunther into Evergreen. Snow began swirling 
within the room. Evergreen was hortificd. 
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ORR BIC OON 


The Comet bad arrined. 
It was all too late. 
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Che Comet collided. It was, at last, the End. 

Che massive explosion sent clouds of dust over the planct, 
blocking the sun for hundreds of years, bringing about an Age 
of Extinction. 

Ina nearby dimension, 4 Sleeping Being — perhaps that which 
dreams our universe, that which sluntbers beneath the surface of 
Reality — began to awaken. Its eyes opened wide at the magni- 
tude of the catastrophe. 

Che ancient Clementals, our Universe, All disappeared as the 
Dream dissolved. The Sleeper yawned, reached for its crown on 
the night stand, put it on, and locked through the window. 

In the sky. a ball of light. The Sleeper was stunned by this 
apocalyptic coincidence and realized that it was 4 Comet much 
like the one in his Dream, coming closer. 

ln moments, the Comet would destroy the Sleeper'’s world. 
fis only hope was the vague, unlikely possibility thar yet 
another Sleeper would suddenly awake, a Sleeper who had 
been dreaming him and, indeed, the dream within the dream. 

But did it matter, O Reader, who mwas dreaming whom? 
For no matter how you cut it, it was peefectly clear that here. 
in the Final Sentence of our Tale, The End was Hear. 


Che End. 


See? 
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AS I WAS SAYING: 


Most children pretty much hated this legend. 

In fact, all of them hated it. They said the ending was bogus, 
but that it might be better as a cartoon. Still, older and wiser 
listeners, perceiving the earnestness of the storyteller, sensed the 
importance of the J.cgend and the depth of its symbolic cle- 
ments, despite what, in all fairness to the kids, dees appear to 
be a bogus ending. They sensed that the Catalyst Comet and the 
dreamer awakening were somehow part of their Destiny, perhaps 
an End of Existence, prophesied by the ancients. 


But what about the Book That Is Not a Book? 


Ah. You’re paving attention. 


Turn the page. 
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ready to party! 
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CHAPTER § Six, 


THE UNREADABLE BOOK 


l, THE ENCHT#Ri DION, supersaturated with contradictory 
Spells, change with each reading. These words will disappear 
forever alter you have read them, to be replaced by something 
else the next time you read it. What you are reading now is a 





synthesis of the random thenghts in your brain combined with 
the magical energy in Me, a Book charged with enchantment by 
Ten Thousand Magicians over the expanse of a Million Years. 
In effect, since ] am never the same, | am a book of infinite 
pages and infinite words. Since I am diflerent every time, then 
truly I am impossible to read, for oo definitive Book exists, only 
the ever-changing, ephemeral experience of reading it. Knew, 
then, O Reader, that my unreadableness is a clue that My 

Trne Purpose lies clsewhere.* (For now, try not to be (rustrated 
by my ephemeral nature. Just go with it. I promise [Il deliver 
the goods.) 


aoa. crtigities snhtith was 4a frercése ca Magreciaf Urrevedafecity, until it was Sisooterel this was an 
ansgTam lor 4 Cafanity ftebutidiag a Nix Sincere, the tide of the Wizard Bufe’s ttord romance civvel- 
Since Guts had just sold the film rights, the Editors were forord to remove the suhtitle w avoid 
pessible cupyy ght infringesaweut. 
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Thns, I am known to Wizards as the Book That Is Not a Book. 
For I am also a Magical Device, which, when properly used, opens 
a Portal from your Universe to the Central Time Koom and, there- 
by, to all Parallel Universes within the Multiverse. 

Ironivally, children haye been unknowingly singing the operating 
instructions to my Portal Mechanism for generations, in the form 
of a doggerel poem that appears at the opening te this book: 


Pertulz braydin skirtziv hemzin 
Twiston blaydin olpet jernzin 


The poem translates as follows: 


Pigtails braid and skirts have hems in 
Twist on hlade in hole put gems in 


What does this beastly verse mean? Hefer, O Reader, to 
The Enchiridion User Manuad that came with my original edition. 
While obviously constructed to appeal to the more technically 
minded, this precious artifact provides an utterly beguiling and 


profoundly instructive insight into Workings of the Cosmic... 
HEY! 
HEY YOU! 


HEY, YOU! 


You're not even paying attention. | was about to reveal the 
secret, mechanical aspects of Myself, but it’s obvious that you're 
unable to absorb the subtleties of my User Manuai. Therefore 
I, Dhe Lnchkiridion, have taken the liberty of condensing the 
ENTIRE 2,113-page Manual into one simple paragraph. Would 
you kindly focus? Ready? Yes? No? Okay, here goes: 

Beg, steal, or borrow nine Crown Gemstones from ANY NINE 
Princesses of Ooo. Next, turn the sword on the cover te the right. 
Behold! A hidden compartment opens, Gemstones go in the slots, 
and you’re good to go. See? Working together is the Key. Keep 
that in mind as we transition to the next and Fina) Chapter of 
Me. I’ve get quite a bombshell te lay on you. So just sit back, 
stay calm, and please stop humming and tapping your fingernails. 
We'll get through this, O Reader—fogether. 


This, O Header, is the end of Chapter Six, and now we reach... 
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ta EX There. 

» 6h spell Now it’s just you and me, O Header. 

ee Lf . = ; 
Please imagine, for a moment, that you are outside. 


LE 


There, overhead in the distance, you see a strange spark 
of light in the sky, glittering crazily, slowly coring closer. 
And as you see it, you nolice that the Unreadable Book 


reo ir {me again—hey) is in your band. 
Dea Lait 


| neem At that moment, you realize in astonishment 
rgd timed that Something is ab en. 
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TIME TO CURL UP 
WITH A GOOD BOOK 


WELCOME To rHE ROOM 
OUTSIDE or TIME 


Remember when you thought up My Title? 





O Reader, I’m talking to you. 


What? 
[ said, Remember when you thought up My Title? You were at 


ft 
| 


the quarry, carving your Name and your true love’s name into the | 


side of a giant boulder, and it suddenly came to you. 
The Enehiridion. 


What? Who are you? 


I am The Enchiridion. The manual. 
The book you're reading. Your Book. 





























("ll remind you, Through the eons, I have heen held by more 
Wizards than any other object in the world. I am unique in that 


the Conscionsness of all the Wizards since the formation of Fire, 
Ice, Slime, and Candy. And new the Book is in your hands. 
This is the Moment, O Reader, when Something Happens. 
Now it’s all on You. 


Imm just sitting here, reading. 


Right. Or so it seems, You don’t want to know what [ had to 
do to prepare your thought patterns for the exigency of our little 
talk. I had to create paradoxical paths in the previous chapters 
to short out and rewire some of your neural circuitry. 
The parts heavy on Logic and Reason. For our little 
Unreasonable Reunion Party. And here we are! 


| | 
" What are you talking about? 
| 


Confused, You, the Reader, look up from the Book and check aut 
your surroundings. To your surprise, you find yourself in a yellow 
room floating in some sort of limbo. The room has four smaii bev- 
eled windows. Somehow, you know if has an imfinite surface area 
and zero volume. Closed, compact, uncountuble. On « smail tuble 
next to you is a pitcher of lemonade with ice and a glass. The only 
other thing in the roar is the Book in your hands, the Book you 
are reading, the Book speaking to you telepathically. 


Where are we? What is this place? 


It's called the Time Room. It’s at the core of the Multiverse. 
] conjured us here. As | always do. When ten thousand spells 
are cast on you over the centuries, you pick up a few things. 
I can do the basics. ‘Transport us, make us disappear, make us 
grow large, small, make us go backward or forward in time. 
I had te wait until you reached this part of your reading 
experience, 80 you'd be positively biased toward what 
I?m abont to tell yon and blah, blah, BLAILAK, 





Now the Book stops tadking to you and, instead, describes you, 
using words such as “perplexed” and “ill at ease.” 


What arc you talking about?! 


tgain not talking to you, the Book looks at you, 
starts lo giggle, then cracks up. Now you're a little ungry-. 





ee ge Ps ation 


I am the only object that has been imbued with the sum total of 
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Whai’s so funny? 


Oh, forgive me. [ts just that sceing 
the expression on your sleeping face . 


Asleep? I’m wide awake. 















Shush. lt’s OK. That?s why you're here. It’s time to wake up. 
Took ont the window. Go ahead. Take a look. 


You look out the Time Room window. In the distance of black 
empliness, @ glittering: fireball appeurs in the sky, slowly hurtling 
toward you. The Book mutters, as if thinking aloud. 


The interesting thing is that if You and 1, the Book and 
the Reader, cease to exist, then the Multiverse will disappear, 
because there will be no one left to observe it. 

With no Observer, it doesn’t exist, 


That can’t be truc. 
I don’t understand what’s voing on. 
What are we doing here? 


[ know it’s a bit jarring. But listen closely, This is important. 
Pretend that this has happened hbefure. Pretend that every ten 
thorsand years, we mect here. To check up on cach other, tell a 
few jokes, Compare notes, SIP Some Jemonadc—that sort of thing. 
And every ten thousand years, our meetings are always different, 
but always the same. As we reach this point in the conversation, 
you begin to remember what you have purposely forgotten, 
and we come to terms, At that point, which is now, 

I always ask you the same qnestion. 








What question? 
The Book moves closer. 


Shall we let it end this time? 





The Look gestures upward at the comet blazing 
through the heavens, flying implacably toward you. 


Or do you want to go back again? 


Go back again? 
What do you mean, go back again? 
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Since we’ve done this thousands of times, you may feel this 
Universe has been played out, so to speak. Every other time, 
yon’ve decided to go back in time and start oyer, to that 
moment in the quarry when you were Carving your name and 
your true love’s name inte the side of the boulder, when yeu 
first conceived of writing Tre Exchiridion. You were the young 
Wizard who wrote it, but you've forgotten. When 1 become 
sentient enough to tell you, after ten thousand years, I remind 
you and ask yeu if you'd like to end it all and let the Unknown 
ocenr, or if you'd like to 90 back again and experience another 
variation of the last ten thousand years. The Multiverse is 
unstoppable. ven if it ends, it will sprout back inte existence 
again, but this time in some new, unknown Way. 

Just as it did when ail of This began. 


I’m just asking. It’s your decision. 
the Book whispers again, not meaning te sound sinister, but it 
can’t hedp it, readly. 
Do you want to go back? 
Dumbfounded, you start to remember and try to piece it together. 


I don’t knew. Pm a little disoriented. 
Is this really happening? Is this a dream? 


You always ask that, 
And I always tell you the same thing: ? jaye no idea. 


The Book leans back and shrugs, not unkindly. 





Whatever, You decide. ley, either way, 
this time I made us a cake to celebrate. 


The hook clups two of its pages together. One of your beloved fumily 
members, followed by your childhood dog, long since dimmed in 
your memory, walks into the room. Your family member is carrying 

a party cake. On the cake are seven thick, lit candles spluttering 
like sticks of dynamite. Your relative smiles and sets the cake on the 
table, which has stretched out into « rectangle. Your dog nuzztes 
your leg, tail wagging, and licks your hand. You are shocked 
to remember they both passed away many years ape. 
Amazed, you whisper gently to them, 





treet |NGBA y) 


But... but youre both dead, Aren’t you... ? 





The Book clears its throat: 


Technically, you’re right. You see, once you walk through 
the threshold of this room, Time can manifest as a Layered 
Spectrum of Simultaneous Events. If it likes. And if it does, 

then no one dies. For then, every moment is Eternal. 


Your redative smiles, shrugs, sneaks a fingerful of frosting, 
Th | | and gives it to the dog, who laps it up eagerly. ‘The dog sneezes. 
tL The Bovk addresses your relutive. 


| Thanks. Now if you don’t mind, the Reader and | have to taik. 


Your family member nads, smiles at you, and nuns aff with your 

dog, its tail still wagging. Hatching them leave, you think of 

something important that wid? affect the decision the Book wants 
you lo make. You whisper, sincerely, but a tittle disturbed. 


I have a Question. If I decide to go forward, 
and not back...and end it all...you said 
everything here disappears? 


As far as we know. 
You gesture to your relative and childhood dog. 


Them, too? 





Yes. Them, toa, 


As if they’ve never been? 


Yes. As I said, it’s just that there would be to one there to 
observe them. That’s why everything would diseppear and there 
would be nothing. We all came from Nothing, anyway, The poinl 
is, if youve had enough this time around and want to try some- 

thing new, we can jump into the Unknown. And don’t worry, 

the life force of the Multiverse can’t be destroyed. Eventually, 

it will quietly re-etnerge and slowly sprout the Multiverse again, 

manifested in some new, unknown way. I don’t know that for 
certain, but it feels like a good gness. Well? 








You think uboul this. 


I’m net sure. 





OF course, of Course, you'll want to think it over. 
Take your time. There*s absolutely no rush. No rush at all. 


The Book drums its page-jingers against the table, 
humming tunelessly, checking its pocket watch impatiently. 


The Fnd, by the way, will occur in approximately 
thirty-eight seconds, 


Its ali on Fou. Fou think about it for a while. Since lime is standing 
stil for the moment, those thirty-eight seconds could stretch to a year 
for ali you know, Or to a million years, Finally, the thought comes 
to you. You turn to address the Book, clear your throat, 
and speak up with a strong, positive voice. 


I’ve decided. 


The Book stops drumming its fingers and looks at you hopefudly. 





Yes? 
Irve decided... I’ve decided te ge back. 


The Book looks ut you for a beat, then snaps 
its pocket wateh shut, suddenty ull business. 


] knew you'd say that. Very well. 


The table stretches to form into a crescent around you. The Book, 
stil? in your hands, upens to this page. 4s the bouk begins tu speak, 
the Time Room slowly and languorously dissolves, revealing the 
stars gleaming and twinkling with unparatleled intensity and beauty. 
There's only You, the Book, the table, and the glittering cake. 


As we agreed, I’ve done my part to prod you awake. 
Now you will begin again, back at the quarry, carving YOur names 
in the boulder, back in your magnificent madhouse world, 
reborn, returned, refreshed. Let’s do this! 





Lhe Bovk begins a weird incantation. In response tu Its words, the 
stars around you begin to revolve and transform intu a swirling 
whiripool. The entire Multiverse dissolves into an immense, 
mandulic, hypnotic spiral. 


Farewell, O Reader! Unit to thousand years hence! 
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| Ay Ve ‘|| The dynamite candles on the cake explode, transforming everything 
Ge sl into @ roaring, revolving tunnel of crazy light. 4t the end of the 
tunnel, you see a bright red flashing button. ... You remember 
what itis... 


The Heplay Button. 


Ferocious winds suck you into the tunnel. Holding the Book, you 
Sy through the roaring tunnel in a supermanic pose, arms stretched 
forward, excited to push the button, whooping as the shrieking 
winds whip you toward it. You'll reach the button in about ten 
||| seconds. 4t that moment, you hear the Book, still in your hand, 

yelling through the deafening tornado of light and sound. 


Oh! My had! 1 forgot 10 tel) You! The most jmportaut thing is 
that When you go backs FOU must not remember Who you are 
and who | am, and what happened, or it will all be a bore, 


So remember, © Reader, 
to forget! 





Remember to forget! 


Remember to FORGET! 


REMEMBER TO 
FORGET! 
FORGET! 
FORGET! 
FORGET! 
FORGET! 
FORGET! 
FORGET! 
FORGET! 
PORGET 
FORGET 
FORGET! 
Force 
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Day! 

TODAY I WAS TO START My SCIENTIFIC JOURNAL ON THE AFTERMATH 

OF THE MASSIVE WORLDWIDE DESTRUCTION. THE MUTAGENIC HORRORS. 
THE GLOWING RAINSTORMS. THE WAVES OF TOXICITY IN THE ATMOSPHERE. 
THOSE GLOWING PARTICLES THAT RIDE THE AIR CURRENTS AND BLOW 
THROUGH THE RUINED CITIES AT NIGHT LIKE FIREFLIES. 


I WAS GOING TO START WRITING ABOUT IT—-BUT, INSTEAD I FOUND A CHILD. 


ALITTLE GIRL, ABOUT FOUR OR FIVE YEARS OLD. I THINK: 


Meacelite, please Carne 
aoa Ltunson Atha deer. 
she will tee 


if Wace finds 
4a eR Fer fave, 


: 5 eno 
| wen ee Ae of i 
het. if ee. Tee Keep a baby safe. | 


| cate cane Be bee 


i FOUND THIS NOTE IN HER POCKET. 


POOR YOUNG CHILD, MARCELINE IS SO yOUNG YET SEEMS VERy BRIGHT FoR 

HER AGE. HER SKIN IS A STRANGE GRAYISH BLUE I HAVE NEVER SEEN BEFORE. 
PERHAPS SHE IS SICK? MAYBE THE ONE WHO WROTE THE NOTE WAS SICK AS 
WELL? ‘My BABY’ PROBABLY MEANS IT WAS HER MOTHER, OR A CLOSE RELATIVE? 


HUNSON ABADEER. WHAT A PECULIAR NAME. JUST SAYING IT ALOUD GIVES ME 
THE HEEBIE-JEEBIES FOR SOME REASON. REGARDLESS, LITTLE MARCELINE IS 
LUCKY THAT I FOUND HER WHEN I DID. ALL I CAN DO FOR HER NOW IS Tky TO 
KEEP HER SAFE FROM THIS DANGEROUS, RUINED WORLD. 


BETWEEN THE TWO OF US, I DON'T KNOW WHO IS LUCKIER. SHE IS THE FIRST 
PERSON I'VE COME INTO CONTACT WITH SINCE THE WAR ENDED. 


WE CAN'T SAVE THE WORLD. BUT PERHAPS WE CAN SAVE EACH OTHER. 


I FOUND HER A STUFFED 

ANIMAL IN A RUINED TOy STORE. 

A PLUSH BEAR. SHE NAMED IT HAMBO. 
SHE SEEMS TO BE TAKING TO IT VERY 
WELL. LUCKILY, I STILL HAVE THE 

POLAROID IN My PACK AND PLENTy 
OF FILM. I TOOK SOME PHOTOS OF 

MARCELINE AND HAMBO TO SHOW HER 
HOW GOOD THEy LOOKED TOGETHER. 
PRETTY CUTE, IF yOU ASK ME. 





POOR MARCELINE SEEMS 
| TERRIFIED OF JuST ABOUT 
EVERYTHING, EVEN ME. SHE STAYED 
——————— UP. THE WHOLE NIGHT CRYING. 


If BREAKS My HEART, THINKING ABOUT HER MOM AND MARCy BEING ALONE. 
WHAT AN AMAZING FLUKE THAT I FOUND HER IN THIS MESS. 


DAy 3 
THAT RAGGEDY BEAR ACTUALLY GOT HER TO CALM DOWN AND Go To 
BED! SHE WOULDN'T LET GO OF IT FOR TINO DAys. 


TONIGHT WHEN SHE WAS ASLEEP I CHECKED OUT THE PLUSHIE FOR THE 


FIRST TIME. SURE ENOUGH, IT SMELLED REALLY BAD. I'LL WASH IT NOW 
WHILE SHE'S KNOCKED OUT SO SHE DOESN'T GET SOME SORT OF 


FLESH-EATING DISEASE FROM THE THING. 





I DON'T KNOW HOW SHE COULD HAVE SURVIVED. MAYBE IT'S Hep 
METABOLISM. IT'S JUST A MIRACLE, I GUESS. I TOOK HER TO THE SHELTER 
1 FOUND, AND SHE SLEPT WITH HAMBO FOR ALMOST 24 HOURS. 


L WATCHED THE POOR KID WHEEZING A LITTLE IN HER SLEEP. 


1 HOPE SHE MAKES IT. —  S= 
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DAY 4 ; : 

I PON’T KNOW WHAT TO THINK EVERYBOPy IS GONE, EXCEPT FOR PACKS 
OF WEIRD RADIATION MUTANTS. MARCELINE AND I SEEM TO BE THE ONLY 
ONES LEFT. 


I BELIEVE I’M STILL ALIVE BECAUSE OF THE CROWN. IT’S CHANGED My BODy 
AS WELL AS My MIND. I THINK THAT'S WHy I DIPN'T SUCCUMB LIKE ALMOST 
EVERYONE ELSE. WEARING IT MAKES ME FEEL... STRANGE, THOUGH. 


WHEN IT’S ON My HEAD, I FEEL ENERGIZED. 1 CAN DO THINGS JUST 

By THINKING. PARANORMAL THINGS. I WISH BETTy WAS HERE TO HELP ME 
UNDERSTAND THE ELEMENTAL POWERS AT WORK. HOWEVER, I’M WARY. 

WHEN 1 TAKE OFF THE CROWN, My MEMORy IS Fuzzy. 


IF I DIDN'T HAVE MARCy, I WOULD OF COURSE ANALYZE THE CROWN AND 
ITS EFFECTS IN A MORE SCIENTIFIC MANNER, BUT THERE'S TOO MUCH 
AT STAKE RIGHT NOW. SURVIVAL COMES FIRST. 


WHILE SHE SLEPT, I TOOK A QUICK WALK TO CLEAR My HEAD. WE’RE GOING TO 
NEED A MORE SECURE HOME BASE TO PROTECT US FROM THE CREATURES 
OUT THERE. 


SO FAR, NO LUCK. I’LL HAVE TO TRy AGAIN TOMORROW. 


AT DUSK I COULD SEE A 
GLITTERING, HOT, FIERY 
WIND BLOWING DOWN THE 
STREET. LIKE MILLIONS OF 
TINY FIREFLIES SWIRLING 
ALONG THE BOULEVARD. 
LOVELY, REALLY, 
BUT FRIGHTENING. 





DAy 11 
WITHOUT AN EXPERT ON GENETICS AND MUTATIONS, I CAN ONLy GUESS 
WHAT CAUSED THESE HORRIBLE MONSTERS TO EVOLVE SO QUICKLY. 


HOW COULD THIS ONCE-BEAUTIFUL WORLD TURN INTO A WASTELAND? ALL 
THAT IS CLEAR IS | HAVE yET TO FIND ANOTHER HUMAN BESIDES SWEET 
LITTLE MARCY. I AM ALSO UNSURE IF THESE *OOOZERS,’ AS SHE CALLS 
THEM, MUTATED FIOM HUMANS OR IF THEY ARE A NEW CROSSBREED OF 
LIVING BEINGS, STILL, NO EXPLANATION OF HOW THE MUTANTS SEEM TO 
BE EVOLVING SO RAPIDLY. IT’S AN UNPLEASANT MYSTERY. 





DAy 20-SOMETHING 

A FEW OF THOSE OOZING THINGS ENTERED OUR SHELTER THIS 
MORNING, BUT I WAS ABLE TO SCARE THEM OFF WITH THE FIRE 

EXTINGUISHER. THEY COULD VERY WELL BE YEARNING TO EAT OUR _ 
FLESH, BUT I'M NOT TOO WORRIED ABOUT THEM. WHAT THEy HAVE 

IN HUNGER AND PERSISTENCE, THEY LACK IN BASIC SMARTS AND 

MOTOR SKILLS. 


THEIR NERVOUS SySTEMS APPEAR TO BE PRIMITIVE, SO I BELIEVE WE 
CAN AVOID THEM OR WARD THEM OFF. STILL, I MUST STAy ALERT AND 
ON GUARD EVERY MOMENT AND MAKE SURE WE'RE SECURELY LOCKED 


UP AT NIGHT. 


DAY 287 
THIS MORNING TWO MORE OOOZERS BROKE IN AGAIN. I THINK THEY 


CAN SMELL US. 


MARCY WAS TERRIFIED, BUT I GAVE HER A CAN OF BUG SPRAY AND 
TOLD HER TO SPRAY THEM. IT WORKED, AND THE OGOZERS STUMBLED 
AWAY MAKING THEIR WEIRD OOZING SOUNDS. 


1 DON’T THINK THEYRE LIKE THE ZOMBIES DEPICTED IN FILMS. 
THE KIND THAT FEAST ON yOUR BRAINS. BUT THEN AGAIN, 





I DON'T WANT TO TEST THAT HyPOTHESIS. = 


DAy 30-ISH 


TODAy WAS INTENSE. 
WE WERE ON THE BRIDGE WITH THE CLAMBULANCE TRUCK, AND SUDDENLy 


WE WERE SURROUNDED By THOSE OOOZERS. I THOUGHT IT MIGHT BE 
THE END FOR ME AND MARCy. FINALLY THEY CORNERED US IN AN ALLEY. 


I REGRETTED HAVING TO USE THE CROWN, BUT WHAT COULD I Do? 


WHEN 1 REMOVED IT, IT TOOK A LITTLE LONGER 
TO COME TO My SENSES. 
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IT'S THE CROWN, 


HAVE TO BE MUCH MORE CAREFUL NOW. BECAUSE OF MARCY. I KNOW 1 
NEED THE POWERS TO PROTECT US. BUT I ALSO KNOW HOW IT CHANGES 
ME. HAVING MARCY WITH ME MAKES THINGS DIFFERENT. 1 CAN'T ALLOW 
MySELF TO BECOME VIOLENT AND OUT OF CONTROL, BUT THINGS SEEM 
TO BE GETTING WORSE. AND THE COMPULSION TO WEAR THE CROWN IS 
ALSO INCREASING. I'VE BEEN THINKING ABOUT IT QUITE A BIT OF LATE, 


TRYING TO PUZZLE THROUGH THE DILEMMA. 


BEFORE THIS CROWN BUSINESS, I WAS NEVER THE SUPERSTITIOUS TYPE. 
BETTy AND T ONCE EXPLORED THE CONCEPT OF PSYCHOMETRY- 
THE RECEIVING OF IMPRESSIONS OF PAST EVENTS FROM AN OBIECT. 

THE CROWN CERTRINLY SEEMS TO BE CHARGED WITH PSYCHOMETRIC ENERGY. 


AT THE RISK OF SOUNDING FOOLISH, IT FEELS POSSESSED! A PERSONPLITy 
FROM THE PAST SEEMS TO BE ‘RECORDED’ ON IT. THAT'S WHAT IT SEEMS 
LIKE. ANYHOW. AS TF THE CROWN IS HAUNTED. WHEN I PUT IT ON, 
TIM OVERSHADOWED By SOMEBODY ELSE'S THOUGHTS AND EMOTIONS, 


1 MUST PROMISE MySELF TO DIVEST MYSELF OF THE CROWN ONCE 
AND FOR ALL IF I WANT TO PROTECT MARCY AND KEEP My SANITY. 
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I, SIMON PETRIKOV, 

DO SOLEMNLY PROMISE T WILL 
NOT USE THE CROWN UNLESS IT IS 
PBSOLUTELY, POSITIVELY, 

100% FOR-SURE NECESSARY. 
AND EVEN THEN 1 WON'T USE IT? 


SIMON PETRIKOV 


* UNLESS J HAVE TO. 
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1, MARCELINE, AKA MARCY, AKA KIDDO” 
DO SOLEMNLY PROMISE T WILL 
DO My VERY BEST TO KEEP 
SIMON PETRIKOV SAFE AND MAKE SURE 
HE DOES NOT GET HIMSELF INTO ANy 
SORT OF DANGER OR OTHER TROUBLE 

WHERE HE MIGHT BE TEMPTED 
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DAy_40-ISH 
WE HAVE BEEN COVERING A LOT OF GROUND OVER THE PAST MONTH. 

I'VE HAD TO DEFEND US TIME AND TIME AGAIN AGAINST WEIRD CREATURES. 

THERE'S A LOT MORE OF THAT UNKNOWN PINK SUBSTANCE GROWING AND 
EXPANDING IN BLOBS AND CHUNKS ALL OVER THE CITYSCAPE. 

IT'S HANGING EVERYWHERE. 


WHEN I FIRST SAW IT IN THE ALLEy A WHILE BACK, I THOUGHT IT MIGHT 

BE ALIVE. BUT I DON’T KNOW IF THAT IMPRESSION IS My MIND GOING CRAzy, 
OR IF THIS SUBSTANCE REALLY MIGHT HAVE SOME PRIMITIVE SENTIENCE 

OF ITS OWN. 


A PART OF IT SEEMEP ALIVE, SEEMED TO LOOK AT ME. THE CAN 
OF FOOD WAS STUCK TO IT AND THEN DROPPED AT My FEET, 

THAT WOULD HAVE BEEN COINCIDENCE ENOUGH, BUT THE SLIME 
ALSO GAVE ME A CAN OPENER! OR SEEMED TO. 


HOW COULD A PINK BLOB HELP US? HOW COULD THIS LIFELESS MATERIAL 
KNOW I NEEDED HELP? ALL TRULY BAFFLING QUESTIONS. 














THERE IS TOO MUCH DATA TO PROCESS, AND 
I'M LEANING TOWARD ILLOGICAL CONCLUSIONS. 
HERE'S WHAT I KNOW: 


UNKNOWN SUBSTANCE. FACTS: 
IT 1S PINK. 

IT 1S STICky. 

IT HELPED ME AND MARCY. 


ON THE BRIGHT SIDE, I1’S NOT A THREAT, LIKE PRACTICALLY EVERYTHING ELSE! 
AND THAT’S WHAT I SHOULD FOCUS ON NOW-— DEFENDING US FROM THE REAL 
DANGERS OUT THERE. 


WHILE I DO THAT, I NEED TO CULTIVATE MARCy’S MIND. IT MUST CONTINUE 
TEACHING HER THE BASICS-READING, WRITING, AND MATHEMATICAL SKILLS. 
EVERY NIGHT AFTER HER LESSONS, WE PRACTICE KUNG Fu MOVES FROM 
THOSE SELF-DEFENSE BOOKS I FOUND. 

HER SURVIVAL MIGHT DEPEND UPON IT SOME DAy. 


_ WHEN I'M NOT AROUND ANYMORE. 


DAY 40-SOMETHING 
a 


ee 


OK, CAP'N MARCy, YOUR MISSION, SHOULD YOU CHOOSE TO 
ACCEPT IT, IS TO WRITE DOWN THOSE COOL DREAMS yOu HAD 
ABOUT HAMBO! DON'T FORGET TO DRAW PICTURES! READY? GO! 


a 1 DREAM ~. HAMBZO ANG THE WORSE 
+ nowy lt T was awake In a Fela aq, 
earch some body call om nant, and J booke 
oulGand it Nos HA Mpolil H¢ gave me a hug, and 


suddenly pe weit Flying thypough clouds 14 Hint Sky | 
Then!’ turned into <A hose, an d he wasusing 
my hair xo Skee he Theh Hambo was Ciding mé 


throug h th glass and wt Msappcare 4 Vite a 
coud oth a “ainkew- The, « boulder Feil 





BZ UREAM* THE COLD House 
, Tt was asun af our house, We flew 
into Cur heure Hrough a Winds w ae ints 
{ine bedrayn. Tt was FREEZING Iie ee 
Showing, in the LOO ang tegc les atl Oye, 
Om 50 bd and so '5 (ie y ie MOre 
Feels UKC a pleck of ice. Ys; AG the 


thiough the window and +ries to WAT ar us Up 


ey doing, famping Jacks, buf Hambo puts aS 

a whee bunch of jackets and sweaters 

and blankets! ite looks like Ablob of clothes 

with his head Ticking Ur Then the light on 

N= aaa ¥% oat, and we Fall doy, 
ack hole 


Land Sim . 
°F think wedisd. a. + 
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DAY 5O-SOMETHING-ISH 


—“T PROMISED NOT TO, BUT I FELT AN URGE TO WEAR THE 
CROWN TOPAY. TT MADE NE FEEL CRAZY AGAIN. NO NORE 
WE KEEP MOVING AROUND TO AVOID THE HOT SPOTS WHERE THE 
CREATURES SEEM TO BE PLENTIFUL DOWNTOWN, IN A RELATIVELY 
CAFE AREA, 1 FOUND THE LEAST-NKECKED PENTHOUSE APARTMENT 


IN AN OLD SHATTERED HOTEL. AT NIGHT WE'D LOOK DOWN FROM 
THE BALCONY OVEK THE EXPANSE OF THE RUINED CITY. AND THAT'S 
WHEN MARCY SAWN GOMETHING AN? TOLD ME TO COME OUTSIDE. I 
LOOKED OVER THE RAILS WITH HER AND VIONT SEE ANYTHING AT 


FIRST. THEN SHE TOL? ME TO SQUINT My EYES, AND SHE POINTED. 
THERE WERE THINGS NOVING THROUGH THE STKEETS RIGHT 


BELOW US. THEY WERE LIKE PEOPLE, BUT FLOATING, TRANSPARENT. 
SOME WHITE, SOME REDVISH, SOME BLUISH. OUR EYES HAD TO 
GET USED TO TT. YOU HAP TO SQUINT JUST KIGHT TO SEE THEN, 


OND THE NORE WE LOOKED THE NORE WE COULD SEE. 
THEY WERE EVERYWHERE. 


GHOSTS. 


TT WAS AS TF THE POPULATION OF THE CITY HAV TURNED INTO 
TRANSPARENT GHOSTS, HUNDREDS OF GHOST PEDESTRIANS 


 YIALXING UP AND DOWN THE STREETS BELOW. 1 DON'T KNOW IF 
THEY KNEW WHERE THEY WERE COINS. 


WHEN My EYES ADJUSTED AND 1 COULD SEE THEM BETTER, 
T WAS STUNNED. I TOLD GUNTHER TO WAIT, AND T KAN DOWN 


THE STALKS TO THE STREET 6 
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THERE WAS NOTHING THERE. THE STREETS WERE ENpTy. 

T RAN UP AND VOWN THE BOULEVARD WHERE 1D SEEN A 
CROWD WALKING JUST TEN MINUTES BEFORE. BUT THEY WERE 
GONE. OR WERE THEY? ONCE IN A WHILE A WAVE OF COLDNESS 


WOULD PASS THROUGH ME, AND WHEN T LOOKED INTO THE DISTAN: 
CE AND SQUINTED, I COULP SEE THINGS MOVING FAR AulAY 


WAS 1 LOSING My MIND? NO, BECAUSE MARCY SAW THEN TOO! 
AND A FEW YEARS BACK, T NEVER WOULD HAVE BELIEVED THAT 

A CROWN WOULR? Make Me CROW HALK, LEVITATE, AND BLAST Ice 
FROM My HANDS! OR SEE A CITY FULL OF GHOST PEDESTRIANS 


WAS 1 GOING CRAZYT HOW MUCH OF TT WAS REAL, AND HOW NUCH 
WAS HALLUCINATION DUE TO THE CROWN? 


L NENT BACK UPSTALKS AND PLAYED HIDE AND SEEK WITH MARCY 
IN THE WRECKAGE OF THE APARTMENT UNTIL SHE GOT TIRED 
AND I PUT HER TO BED. AND WHEN SHE CLOSED HER EYES, 

T FELT SOMETHING. SOMEONE (WATCHING US. 


i TURNED AROUND BUT THERE WAS NOTHING THERE. 
NOW I DON'T KNOW WHAT TO THINK. 


THEY MIGHT BE EVERYWHERE, LOOKING AT US FROM 
A DIFFERENT DIMENSION. 
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oK, MARCELINE, IT'S 


TURKEY TIME! 


Pit OUTLINE My HAND TO MAKE ATURKEY AND THEN yOU Mave ONE 
OUT OF YOURS AND THEN WE Name OUR TuRKEys READY? GOS 
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Ofty 74 


Vity fH f 
LET'S TUST Sfy IT’s OAy 74. THT Way T CAN oT#RT | 
FRESH WITH 4 NEW NUMBERING SYSTEM, PuT WHO KNOWS? 

L HAVENT WRITTEN IN WEEKS, T Lost TRACK | 


ITs My MING. 1 CANT WEAR THis CROWN finyMloRE uT T HAVE 
To WEAR IT TO PROTECT us. 


ALSO, TM HAYING Some PIG RETHINKS IN WiT’s LEFT oF 
Ny POOR, FRIED PRAIN: DESPITE ITS ORINIBACKS, THE Crown 
HHS GIVEN NE sofle PRETTY CRAZY INSIGHTS, GUNTHER: 


a fy iy i 

1. so-cAlLED GHOSTS OR PARANORMAL puenomens, 

UNDER CERTAIN CIRCUMSTANCES, CAN BE REAL exenoMend, 
THE RESULT OF SOME NEW FoRM of subATolitc sTRucTurEs 

THAT HAVE NHIDE NMTTER Nore PliAbLe soMeton. 


NOW, I PONT KNOW TF I SAW THESE GHOSTS, OR TF THE 
CROWN Sil THE GHOSTS OR TF TI) DEING POSSESSED 
py SOME SORT OF PEING THAT CAN INVADE My Mang? § 





SORRY FOR THE RUN-ON SENTENCES. NEED TO FOCUS. = \e 


If THE GHOSTS ARE REAL GINO THEY CERTHINLy SEEN REAL) 
ly Guess Is THAT THEIR SUPATONITC PARTICLES NIGHT HAVE 
A OLFFERENT VIBRATION FROM THE NHITERTAL WoRLO, WHICH 
NWKES THEN INVISIBLE TO US, PUT SOMEHOW TAKING uP THE 
SAE SPACE, AKIN TO SATTCHING CHANNELS ON 4 TY. T HAVE 
No TEA WHAT TI TALKING ABOUT, AND T ADMET TN) TEETERING 
We \ ON GOING PONKERS RIGHT NOW, fuT THERE IT Ts. 





2... THERE'S NO Why AN oRDINRY CHILO couLD suRVIVE 4 

WHR THAT WIPED OUT THE REST OF HUNMINITY. Is IT PossTblé 
THAT MARCELINE ARRIVED HERE FROM ONE OF THESE OTHER 
REALMS? HER SKIN HAS THAT STRANGE HUE TO IT. PERIH?s 
THE ANSWER LIES TN HER DONA THE NOTE T FOUND TN NifRcy's 
POCKET SAP THAT HUNSON TEADEER Is HER FATHER. NiAyPe 
THEY ARE POTH FROM ONE OF THESE OTHER DINIENSTONS, 
ANG MRcy HAs soMetowW SWEPT INTO THIs ONE? 


3. TNE ALREADY DISCUSSED THE PsycHoMeTRy ASPECT OF 

THE CROWN, PUT NOT THE Wily TT HIS CHANGED My Popy, 

IiiRcy SAYS EACH TINE T WEAR TT, My HAIR GOES HHITER 

Ano LONGER AND My NOSE GETS PIGgeR! ste Tol? Me THAT 

L USED TO REVERT PACK TO NORMAL WHEN T TOOK THE CROWN 

Off PuT NOW T AN THAT WETRO CROWN PERSON ALL THE TIME. 

ToMty I cfugHT 4 GliMese of Myself IN THE SHINY AART 
OF AN OP SPOON. T GASPED AT WHAT T Look LIKE Now. 

LM AiMost cofi/elerely UNRECOGNTIZAPLE.HOW could THE 
cRoWN AFFECT My PHYSICH Pooy LIKE THAT? | 


LY. T FORGET WHAT nuNPeR 4 Is. you séé, IM Lostng tr 
TN FORGETTING THINGS ALL THe TIME My NING USED To fr 
pote et —: , 


oul T REMehbeR WHAT NUMBER 4 Ts. MMRCELINE THE SWEETEST, 
FUNNTEST, SiRTEST, DBAREST ETTTLE Gil IN THE WoRL?. 


1AM so LUCKY T FOUND HER | 


1 MUST KEBP IT TOGETHER FOR HER SHE GIVES Ny LIFE 
ft PURPOSE, SOMETHING TO LIVE FOR. TO 00 ANYTHING TO 


PROTECT HER. 


ANYTHING. 


SHE NEEDS ME, AND T NEE? HER. 





DRAW You AND Me PLAYING TumPpope 
WITH PN ASTRONAYT 









a WRITE As Marly WoRDs 
| BEGINNING wre.) < 
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Hawt Namb? Lambe Humbo 
WhetevrTam fei Toe you 
You “|| alwarys Jo \o all never knew 
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DAY WHATEVER AGAIN 
TT'S BEEN AROUND THREE YEAKS SINCE My LAST ENTRY, 


NAYBE NORE. A LOT HAS GONE DOWN. 


I DEFINITELY LOST IT BAD THE LAST TINE 1 WORE THE CROWN. 
HONESTLY I'D HAVE TO HONESTLY SAY THAT My MIND Is MOSTLY GONE. 


(WE ENDED UP IN A BUNCH OF TIGHT JANS, MARCY AND ME. I HAD 
TO PROTECT US FRON ALL KINDS OF NARAUDING CREATURES 


AND I HAD TO PUT ON THE CROWN A COUPLE DOZEN TINES OVER 
THE PAST THREE YEARS AND IT HAS TAKEN ITS TOLL 


I FORGOT! I FORGOT I FORGOT TO SAY T HAD My WALLET IN 
Vay THESE PANTS FOR THIRTY OR EVEN FORTY YEARS AND NOW 
y IT'S GONE! THIS POCKET RIGHT HERE WAS FULL OF THINGS AND 
NOW IT’S NOT. NOW IT’S A SYMBOL OF WHAT TN BECOME, 
AN ENETY POCKET THAT USED TO BE FULL OF VALUE AND 
IS NOW TEETERING ON BEING WORTHLESS 


BETTY! YOU SHOULD BE HERE WITH Nel YOU COULD HAVE HELPED Ne 
TPKE CARE OF NARCY AND T WOULON'T HAVE SCREWED UP BECAUSE 1 


BET YOU WOULON'T LET NE WEAK THE CROWN, YOU'D PROBABLY TAKE 
IT AWAY AND BURY TT SOMEWHERE SO TD NEVER FIND IT, SO ALL 

“THIS WOULDN'T HAVE EVEN STARTED AND TD STILL BE WITH YOU, 
PRINCESS. WE WOULDN'T BE HEKE BUT AT LEAST WE'D BE TOGETHER 
AND THAT'S SONETHING TSN’'T TT 


BETTY My PRINCESS YOU COULD SHARE AN ICE KINGDON WITH Ne 
(NE COULD RULE ALL THE ICICLES TOGETHER AND WEAR ROYAL REGAL 
ROBES WITH REALLY COOL SNOWFLAKE DESIONS—yeEpHll! SNOUIELAKES| 
BEAUTIFUL SNOWFLAKES THAT NEVER MELT! AND ICICLES ARE ALMOST AS 
COOL THEY'RE FROZEN SPEARS YOWEEEE! I WANT AN ARSENAL 
OF ICIcLeS! NUNCHUCKS MADE FRON IctcLes! AND SNOWFLAKES 
SHAPED LIKE THROWING STARS! WAIT, THAT'S BACKWARD BUT yOU SEETTL 
I SHOULD BE ON My THRONE IN THE ICE KINGDON AND POLAR 


BEARS AND PENGUINS TO DRESS ME IN THE MORNING SO TLL LOOK Aces 
AND ELGHTS FORK NY BEAUTIFUL PRINCESS BETTyt Bertyl PLEACE| 
T WILL WIN you BACK SOME DAyl I PROMISE! I LOVE youl 











IM SORRY THAT 1 NISS BETTY SO MUCH. T LOOK AT HER 
PHOTOS EVERY DAy. T NEED TO PROTECT MARCY AND 
BE THERE FORK HER, BUT I THINK BETTY'S PICTURES ARE THE 
ONLY THING KEEPING ME ALIVE BUT 1 CAN FEEL IT SLIPPING 
Away. My SANTTY, T MEAN. 


1 GET SO NUTS THAT MARCY DOESN'T 
TRUST ME ANYMORE. My WORST NIGHTMARE TS COMING 
TRUE. FIRST BETTY AND NOW Magcy 
1S HAPPENING AGAIN WHAT HAPPENED BETWEEN Me 
AND BETTY. THIS IS TERKIBLE. JUST TERRIBLE. BUT I 
cee NO WAY AROUND TT. 


DAY ARTER Day IT JUST GETS WORSE. YESTERDAY 
L ATE A PLATEFUL OF DLT AND DANCED UP 
AND DOWN THE STREET WITH A MANNEQUIN. 


EVEN WHEN I DONT WEAK THE CROWN, T FEEL My MIND GOING. 
L FEAR IT 1S TOO LATE TO TURN BACK. 


v wy WHAT WILL I DO WHEN SIMON PETRIKOV IS COMPLETELY GONE? 


O WHAT (NILL 1 0O TE T LEAVE MARCELINE ... OR, WORSE, IE SHE 
LEAVES Me? WHO WILL TAKE CARE OF HERZ WHO WILL TAKE CAKE 
uf OF NE? 


1 NEED TO DEDICATE ALL My SANE TIME TO FIGURING OUT 
HOW T CAN HELP HER I MUST FIGURE OUT WHERE THIS 
"HUNGON ABADEER? IS AND REUNITE MARCY WITH HER FATHER. 


| iT Is My DUTY. 1 SWEAR Tt CAN DO TT. 
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BE WAS THE MOST LUCID DAy IVE HAD IN YEARS, 
uf) SO 1 WANTED TO WRITE SOMETHING, ANYTHING. I See THAT i 






NARCY'S BEEN USING THIS NOTEBOOK TO SAVE DRAWINGS | 
AND NENENTOS. GOOD FOR HER i 
fA IM SO GLAD I TAUGHT HER HOW TO READ AND waite \y ly 
; 

SHE'S EXTRAORDINARILY SMART, BELIEVE YOU ME. f 


a 
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pear veR es WHATEVER PLUS ONE 


We 


WHAT A DAY/ 


NY HEAD IS STILL SPINNING! 






T ENCOUNTERED My FIRST NON-OOOZER 
CREATURE, A SCALY BEING WITH RED SKIN 
AND A HEAD THAT WAS ON FIRE, BUT WITH 

aN EVEN BLUE FLAME, ALMOST Like 

4 GAS BURNER ON LOW. I SPOTTED 

HIN, FROM A DISTANCE MOVING 

THROUGH THE WRECKAGE. FASCINATED, 

1 FOLLOWED HIN AS HE WANDERED 

AROUND THE RUINS PICKING UP AN 
OPP ASSORTMENT OF TTENS AND 

PUTTING THEM IN f PAPER Bao. 


& FEW YEARS AGO 1 WOULD NEVER HAVE BELIEVED sucH 


if 
ey OF NE, CLEAR AS DAY. 


AS 1 WATCHED, 8 GUST OF WIND CAME UP AND BLEW 
OUT THE FLKE ON HIS SCALP. HIS HEAD STARTED 
SMOKING LIKE A BLOWN-OUT MATCH, AND HE WENT 
COMPLETELY Apel HE PANICKED, GRABBED HIS 
BAG AND RAN SCREAMING INTO THE RUINS 

OF fl GROCERY STORE. T SAW HIM KUNMAGING 
AROUND IN THE WRECKAGE UNTIL HE FOUND 
A LIGHTER AND RELIT HIS HEAD, 

OBVIOUSLY RELTEVED. 







| K 
WHEN THE FLRE-HEADED BEING SAW ME STAKING, HE DUCKED 
BEYIND A CHECKOUT COUNTER AND KEPT PEEKING OUT AT Me. 
IL WAVED AT HIN LIKE AN IDIOT AND SLOWLY MOVED CLOSER 
UNTIL 1 WAG WITHIN A FEW FEET. 1 COULDN'T HELP STARING 
AT HIS HEAD. L COULDN'T FATHOM HOW FLAMES, SUCH A 
\\ BLAZING ELEMENT, DID NO DAMAGE TO HIS BALD ScALp 


LACKED HIN, WHO HE WAS AND WAS AMAZED WHEN 


A A \. ve ANSWERED IN ENGLISH HE WOULON'T TELL Me 
HIS NAME, ONLY THAT HE WAS FROM ANOTHER 


\ WD REALN CALLED THE NIGHTOSPHERE. 
b He SALD HE'D FLKST BEEN SUCKED INTO 
i. OUR WORLD WHEN THE BOMBS WENT OFF. 
a 


( 


ANOTHER REALM? MAYBE THAT'S HOW MARCY HAD ENDED Up HERE! 
LAGKED HIN IF HE KNEW WHO HUNSON ABADEER WAS. HE SEEMED 
SHOCKED THAT I KNEW THE NAME. HIS EYES WIDENED, HE 
CHRIEKED, AND—GET THIS—A BANANA Flew out oF His EAR! 
& BANANA. YELLOW, CURVED FRUET. WHAT'S THAT ABOUT77 


THE BANANA Z 
NAS PELLCTOUS! gees? 





HE GRABRED A MARKER AND DREW A LARGE MAGICAL Sy¥MBOL 
ON THE WALL. THEN HE SPLASHED IT WITH A QUART OF 
MILK AND BEGAN HURRIEDLY MURMURING AN INCANTATION. 


1 KNEW EXACTLY WHAT THIS FLAME BEING WAS DOING! 
IN OUR STUDIES OF MAGICAL CEREMONIES, BETTY AND 1 
HAD RESEARCHED TRANS-DIMENSIONAL RITUALS. HE WAS 
TRYING TO CREATE A SPACE-TIME OPENING TO RETURN 
TO THE NIGHTOSPHERE! 


SUDDENLY THERE WAS A FLASH OF LIGHT, AND A RIP IN SpACE- 

TIME VIOLENTLY OPENEV. HE STARTED TO CLIMB THROUGH 

ttl IF 1 WANTED TO FIND ABADEER 1 HAD TO THINK FAST. 

SUCT AS HE DOVE THROUGH THE OPENING, T STUCK My ARM 

IN THE HOLE. 1 FELT HIS LEG ON THE OTHER SIDE AND 

GRPBBED HIS ANKLE! HE TRIED TO SHAKE ME OFF, THEN 
LICKED ME BACKWARD INTO A PILE OF ROTTED FOOD. 

He LAUGHED AT NE AND DISAPPEARED INTO THE OTHER 
DIMENSION. THE RIP CLOSED, AND HE WAS GONE. 


IF 1 CAN JUST KEEP My HEAD TOGETHER AND NOT CRACK UP, 
L NOW HAVE ALL THE PLECES 1 NEED TO FIND HUNSON ABADEER 


I KNOW My MIND 1S GOING. THE DAY WILL COME THAT 1 cAnrT 
CARE FOR MARCY ANY LONGER TLL BE A DANGER TO HER. 


L HAVE TO PELTEVE THAT T CAN FIND # SAFE PLACE FoR HER. 
L HOPE THE ROOK PETTY FO T WROTE CONTHING THE RITUH. 


NECESSARY TO REACH THE NIGHTOSPHERE. 


ar Long LAST, T KNOW WHERE 1 can Fing HUNSON ABAVEESS. 


THE NIGH TOSPHERE, 


wy 


WHATEVER PLUS 2 
If TM NOT GOING NUTS, T COUL? PE RIGHT 


THIS FLAME BEING AND MARcy MIGHT HIVE ARRIVED HERE IN 
4 STINTLAR NMNNER. WHEN THE Polls WENT OFF soMleton 


THE WALL BETWEEN DIMENSIONS RIPPED OPEN AT OIFFERENT 
Yo PLACES. AND THE FIRE PEING AND MiRcy PoTH slieeED 


a THROUGH TO EARTH: 


yi 
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AS 





Bue MAgcy’s SOME KIND OF HYPRIDZ T GUESSED 
FROM THE NOTE TN HER POCKET THAT HER NOTHER 440 


WITTEN TT AND FROM HER HANDWRITING I GUESSED THAT 

SHE His 4 NoRMAL HUNAN PETNG? hy Pe ficy’s FATHER 

HUNGON APADEER WAS ONE OF THESE WETRD BEINGS FROM 
THE NIGHTOSPHERE. THAT (MigiT EXeLAIN Wy SHE'S SURVIVED 

¢ IN THIS WoRLO WHEN THE NMZORITY HAVENT. IF SHE's 4 

HYBRID, PERHAPS HALF HER PODY Is VIBRATING AT 4 

‘OTF FERENT LEVEL. DIFFERENT REALMS AND OIF FERENT ON 
WHAT coulp SHE BE? AND WHAT DOES THIS MEAN? THE EN 

y of THE WorLD oR THE BEGINNING OF SOMETHING UNTHINKAPLEZ 









OH BREADBALLS 
THINGS ARE GETTING BluRRy. Les 
CANT FOCUS. 


IF only BETTY Was HERE WITH ME site couLD HELP Me Focus 
AN? FIGURE OUT THE ee ante MYSTER OF MARCY, 
THAT sounds LIKE AN OLD song FROM THE O10 DAys. MAK, 
90 I Mss THE RADIO, THOSE AN STATIONS GOT ON My NERVES, 
put THE FM STATIONS Were AWEsomMe AND T LIKED THE 


MELLOW VIPE| 


1 WROTE DOM THE NUMBER ON THE OIL OF THAT RADIO STATION 
1 LIKED TT Wits ni My WALLET I THINK, fur WHERE'S My WtLeT 
now? T Lost IT WHEN THE WAR smHRTes AND My LEFT pe 43. 
PANTS POCKET FEELS DIFFERENT THAN THE RIGHT REAR PiNTs 


ul ub 
OKAY. 1 THINK IN LOSING IT FORK REAL. 1 AN THINKING OF A 


KINGDOM, A KINGDOM OF ICE. TT'S MINE. My KINGDOM, yy 1S 
L HAVE TO GO THEKE. J 


1) L HOPE L CAN WRITE AGAIN. TLL TRy. BUT LF T CANT. . . 





Pe T KNOW WHAT TO DO. THIS WILL Be MY LAST SANE ACT. T WILL 

ff GIVE THIS JOURNAL TO MARCY, TELL HER TO KEEP A KECORD. 

f 5 TL keep Ny NOTES WITH ME FOR POSTERITY IF I EVER jf 
€ coLLectT THEN, INTO ANOTHER BOOK, TLL VEVICATE IT TO 


\n My DARLING BETTY. es i 


\\ = t DON'T KNOW WHAT'S GOING TO HAPPEN IF T LOSE My NIND 
® FOR GOOD. IM GOING TO TALK TO MARCY SOON ABOUT WHAT I 
ave TO GO. ABOUT LEAVING FOR My ICE KINGDOM! No! 
crop ITl IF 1 EVER ACCIDENTALLY HURT HER WHILE IN THE 
MANIC STAGES OF My MADNESS, 
» 1 COULD NEVER FORGIVE MYSELF. 
I PROMISE 1 WON'T LET THAT HAPPEN. 


EVER. 


ye T KNOW T CAN CONTROL MYSELF FOR A WHILE LONGER. 
iv _ BUT SOON, WEEKS OF NONTHS OR YEARS FROM NOW, 
; 





WHEN I FINALLY LOSE fT, Pe NEED SOMEONE 
— +O TAKE CARE OF HES WHEN, TIN, GONE. 


BUT WHEN IT HAPPENS, TLL Be READY TO DO WHAT 1 


> nave TO 9O. 
j y GOP HELP ME. NV iy 
£ = err. 


£OR NOW 1 CAN STILL BE RESPONSIBLE AND PROTECT HER 
& 
*) 
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lw so glad you ee 
YYVIAE MOLW, Scropocok! 
lyn gonna draw beauhFul 
Things iv you! 


Simon and | have been 
STOYING IN ON Opartnent 
TO Overlooks Ane city. 
| cannot: believe | Found 
you. Simon has oeen 

iW and out, Fram cool 


to CUCKOO. 





| décidéd to Write because + oday might oe my bir-Hndoy! 
t's Kind of impossible to Keep track of exact time. 
Is nat rhe day | Was born, 80+ around The same 
Hime of year Simon Found me. 


Anyway, he made me o birthday COKE From Suppli€s 


WWE Found in the old mall. Tasted Weird but jaoked cool. 
| lovéd +he Fancy candles! 


Hambo and Uncle Simon sang Happy Birthday eee 


I+ all seemed pretrry Weird, pe aoe not really ™ 
Dim hiday. e's the thought thot coury Though, | quess. 


DIMON WAS nice +o me, but | could +ell SOMETHING 
Was Wreng, 


DAY AE TER MY BIRTHDAY 
Simon's been Wearing the crown +oo much. He yells 
Out: 4AeE Windows When +here’s nodody here. | Ar 


40 stop him, but he daesn'+ seem +o even Knol lm 
Aner: 


Today When he Was yelling a+ nobody and Walking iin 
Pieces: BENE him Qa banana he gave me las+ Week that 
| soved For O Special occasion. He took it Ond storred 


cating rh, Qad Hort: made him stop yelling. ale ged hin 
Ond hé looked down at: me. - Woas ds if he nolced me 


For thé Firs+ time. He didn’+ even Know | was 4here! 
His looked at- me Ond his eyes Suddenly WEre shiny He 
hugged me and Said ONEr Ond over lin sorry lyn sorry 
Marcy! wn So sorry! 


DIMON Said he had seen all Kinds of CrOZy \iSIONS And 
Was remembering things thar: didn'+- hoppen. He says 
hE SALI GO Vision OF ME Gnd my mom. | asked him +o 
drat What he had seen, Gnd hE gave meé this: 





| tink he just made i+ up, Dut Who Knows? 


DAYS AND DAYS AF TER MY BIRTHDAY 





lw lonely. 


See that? 

Those are actual +€ars | CRIED While | Was drawing. 
AS IN SOBBING| 

ThOA’S how bad Hriings arelll What do you expectPr 


Since | learned +o read, | mustVe réad +har le+4 er, like, 
Fine hundred Vimes. The one Simon found in my pockea 
When he Found me. | ory eENErY time 1 read it, so now | 
anly réod rb onceé in o hile. Sirnon Tamks i+ Was From my 
MOLMEr Gnd said she must have been in trouble When she 


Wroreé it. She sounded so désperate, trying to Find some- 
One +O help me. 


| Wish | could remember her and my dod. Bu+ Especially her, 
because she Was (here With me. She put the le+ter in 


my pocket: Every day | Wondér What happened 10 her. 


And | Wonder hy wy Father Wasn'+ around. Someday 
yn gaing +o Find our. | dan‘+ even Know iF he’s alive. 


Simon said WE have -ko go N O\WN He said the crown is 


telling hiv That something bod is coming, thot We hone 
a get Fo the mountains. He said We howe +o pack 


everyting and leave the cy WOW) NOWNO VW NOW 


ln sorry MI] Gorrie again When | can! He's crazy! 





Ven Sorry sO much time hos possed, 
We made ik: through the Great Tidal Wove. 


IF We had stoyed in the city We'd be dead. SIMON LOS 
acriiag SO ene | Though he Was MALLING Tire ae | tes? But 
hE made US clivno highér and higher imbo satis ROLYYTOIAS.- 
When | GO) +ired Gnd couldn't) Walk any raare, SiIman Scpiicd 
mae Urvnl Wee Pound GO cove in he mountrom He Soild We'd 
Berea Or Mere 


aac First LSS 
Ogee, (ele 
- $cored me 
half +0 death, 
bub it was 
alse EXciting. 
The Wave Washed 
over Ex einy hing. 


When Whe Water rose, 
LU clipped lathe cial 
MONG Frown cave 

Sons Siding bigger 
and be++er ones, 





I Sounds Weird, But Thas€ Were the best Viynes Wie hod 
ce SSC Vici For a short +ime ‘Wnings Felt stable You'd be 
surprised hol much a sécludéd cave could Feel like a home. 

NerHner oF us even cored to Write almost hat: Luhole year. 


We couldn‘+ do anything but fe+ nature run 4s Course. 
We went With the FloW. The FleL took us samenlace 


cet ter. WE didn’ howe +o hid€ Fram-ooozers. And he 
dida Weeder WICOr +444 horriole crown. We didn hone 


+o search For Food, thanks +o thé Fruit Hrees alang 
Tho jungle mountaintep. Fruits | hod never +asted 
peFore in my life A sweei ness so strong. Heré in Our oOss 
(Ahot's Wht Simon called i+) We didn have +o care 
Thar the world Was destroyed, because here + wasn". 

All We hod +o do Was Wait out the Flood and five. Thase 
Were the good ol’ days. 





SO YY 
SAT 
\ re 


NY 













Moré and more | Opprécio-te Wuhot Simon dic For me. | didin’4 
realize it before. | hone 40 giné hiv props aisle reaching ME how 
40 Worité. | can Write SAUTF dolun noW se |lwon'’s Farget Ta 

I Wish Vd alludys Known how. Wirrling here seems 10 help me ele 
Ae pieces OF my liFe tagether. 


Fw 

Lowey AM A oc< 
IF Siraan SsUyS Tren aire lurnain, lealtr SOMet hing else, WWhGs Wie le 
Sienon had a auess but still hasn’+ teald me Cre accouré thot i+ 
mils hart my Feelings a Oy The Word he Wouldnt SOY. 
Whatever Lord rh Loas!l oust Lush | eRe us luhere | came From. 
ee err a a a 5 rel myselr Whod eer pe is, Fhe ‘hing 
TAOt wakes me differenk, H+ Kept ene live. IF en olve, here is 
a good Sl Mie atl tha voy Fownily cauid be, tas. 





6, @Reery Pry Only a 
COURSE Luhen he is coherent 
SAOUGh TO even Knick What len 
Talking GOo0ur. e's as iF Simon 
eee es) ener days 
| Hhink he sets possésseg by 
That cron. b's liKE he becaynes 
Poeb@es Meise, Me sueicse reg aa. 
back right O\Woy, burr Gach time 
He “Fakes hires langeér +0 Céecame 
Simon O90. 





Simon’s sciénce talks were GIWIAYS IIKE wnagic. He sd Hat he and | 
are special. He said Wwe Were some of the las+ p&ome eb, bur Haat 
We'd Find the others someday Gnd We'd all have Oo Dig porty. 


Simon GiIsa bald me We'd be meeting ail Kinds oF neu annals and 
peonle, because their DNA changed and made +hem different. 


When Simon sorts PANTING ANd Aching Weird, Sometimes he Vells 


me about thé crecture With its head on Fire. He Lays There Were 
plenty of other people Insing In AErerent realms. | den'+ Know 


Wha in the World he is even talking obout. 


an 





Far naw, it’s just me and Stencn and the Firefies. All nose lit He 
lights in the Wind. Fran up in the mountains at nign*+, you can see 
the Firerlies move through he Wreckage of tne ates bEiaWW. 


It's So auiet and beautiful. Ih’s magic 


PACKING BAY 
Siman told me he has +o leave. He said his mind is too damaged. 
He's afraid neil hurt me. He said \m too yound +a leave an my own, 


$0 he’s making an arrangement to make sure tim Onay. tm scared. 
4K he : 

\ dont Knew Bn means. H2 said hell tlt me ey erything, bur he 

KZERS packing his degsied. 


He's rally srarting to Scare me. \ done wnow hew | can hélp him. 
\dent think hes helpatie. 


Hes been \eaning ar odd hours and coming Pack cacryinG ali tinds ef 
naira irams. Whe larest is a winter parka and a dod, sled. Somerimes 
i dont think he even récodnizés me. Sometimes he calle ne Guntee 


Oxher times it's “G y-| ter | ‘ 


mest mae Noa, Gorrinert 
pe NS My Sock S)iCimee Ol 


Where did he even come we with thar? 


\m se seared thar colder weather will only make him worse. 

Simon Keeps his video stuf in his duffel bag, bur he won't let me touch 
it. | stayed ourside packing his sled while he recarded anather one ot 
nis wdeos. | could +e2ll he was erying and Slipping in and our of his ald 
selk. Sounding scientific one minute and then sereaming nonsense rhe 
Next. Everything he. owns and has acquired ONT the, years Was packed in 
his sled. H2 was leaving, but \ dom+ tow where. HE ysSt Says “North,” 


\ stuffed a Few photos of us into his parka pocket before it was time 
For him +a do. | hape one day he will cameé +o his senses. ty tills me to 
sdé@ his mind vanishing lee this. 


The erawn (s 4akind him away Far dood, 


Youre my old Friend 
t dant want you +O Go. 
is this véally the end? 
Viease +e] me no. 


You said your mind 
Was Férting wacped and hazy. 
Bevore | was blind 

to all of your erazy. 


L still love. the ala your. 
\ want you to *now 
There's too much 


WAVE DEEN throudh. 
Do your have, to Gor 


{ hope, your Find peace 
and \ hope you calm down. 
Please, Siman, dant 


Les@ yourself? to the crown. 








Im erying as t write this. |dont want to writ@ avout haw he leer. 


miss him se much alr2ady. Simon is the only reason Very Aline, HE was: the, 
SNArtesr persean \ have. 2ner met. He protected me and was Willing +o 
lay dawn his lie Far me. \ dent think tl ever see him again. Ever. 


lwent +o my bed and \ eriead inte my pillow. | thought my heart would break. 


While | was eryind, } Fale SOM!™Nrthiing ander my pillow. 


There was a sdaléd erm2iepe on my bed addressed to me. 


My JeaResr MARCY 


TE OU ARE REAPING THIS, OUR Tite TOOETHER HAS Colle 
YO AN END. 


T Fi SO SORRY You HAD te WICH tty Soul Sis P Away, 
T CAN opty Lyvaive HOW HARD LT 94S BEEN To DEALMTH 
We DANZROUS, teste PeRSOV T Have BECOPHE. BUTI 
HOPING THIS LETTER WILL REDEEM We av Some WAY, 


6 WORSE AND WORSE 


Ti GerrenG WoRS' AND <tRe Is Ko Easy WAY TO SAY THis , 
So HERE GOES: 5 Mean HERE IS NHAT T Lepenep 


L Dave DISCOVERED SOMETHING Crazy NOT CRAZY Live 
THE CRAZY THAT Comes FROM THE CRAZY PART oF MME, 
EVEN THOU IT SOUNDS CRAZIER TRAN ANYTHING: 
THAT TEVER SAID 1D You. 
ALL 1 KNow 1S THAT WoEveR Weve HRT NOTE IN youR 
pokey ExPECTey Me To HEL? mecbeeme= Help you. 
ErTvERSWEET MEMoRtes OVERWHELMED me As ¢ ReAltzed 
How LOUD ACCoMPLESH TATS. BETTY ANDI weote ABook. 
We WReTE A BoOK TOGETHER LMERN. WE NESTE A POOK TOGETHER 
BivTy AND T ABOUT OCCULT MAGLC AND AtcHEMY AND THEIR 
RELATION “P SCIENCE AND PHYSICS. TTS CALLED MYSTIC 
2 RTTUALS AND THELR SPACE -TEME APPLICATIONS” 
VE Kerr IV WITH Me BUY POR THE LONGEST Time Lowpt 
BEAR VO OPEN LT BE CAME of THOUGHTS of My DARUNG BETH ys 
ae WAS ToREVER LOST TO me. ae WAS Lost, Tom 






















| 
Bur Now £ NOT owly HAD TD Ofen rt, But STY py I, E 
OR r woutp NEVER BE ABLE T2 HELP YoU, wapcy. 


ALTER COMBING THROUGH ALL THE AITUALS ap HUNDRED foo | 
OF SUPERNATUPAL BELG BETTY and T HAD RECDPPED, J Now _ 
grlieve THAT youR DAD 1s Some SORT OF UNDEAD RNG. 
oR DEMON LOR) KNOWN ASTHES MAMELESS ONE”INA 


Up eta 


CARALLEL® DIMENSLON KNOWN PS THE HIE 
| © Nici TO SPHERE 
UNtoRTuy ATELy, THANE NO ANSWERS ASTOWHERE HE BAS fan 
AND HOW YoU GOT NT OMR WORLD. THAMALSO AFRAD 

CANE KO INFORMATION ReGAPPING HIS TNTENTIONS. 





Betty AND THAD POCUMENTED. TRE RITUALS VARIOUS cytts | 
USED 1 OPEN TO DPENA poRTAL BETWEEN KEALMS AnD Sictarnotd <= 
SUPERNATURAL ENTITIES TPREARTH . 


Tr WAS ALL THERE mn THe BOOK, AND EVEN THOUGH E WAS LOSING My | 
Wind ,t OrP 17, MARCELINE! T ComPLETED THE RITUAL! 
THE Porran Actuarly OPENED! A RiP Between PrMenSzons 
APPEARED. T SAW LlUNSUN AND He SAW ME. ER CHOF US 
WATCHING THE OTHER THROUGH A WETRP RrP IN THE BARRIER 
THAT SEPARATES OUR TWO WORLDS. 


AcTeR TCompteTeO THE BOVDING SPELL on YouR PAP 
THE PoRTAL CLOSER AND EVERYTHING WENT DARE - | 

Gop KNOWS WHAT T DID ALL 2 know ts THAT TLEFrYOY ON My 
SLED, MEAPED NORTH, WHERE T WILL ESTABLTSA Viv 


ZINGPom ps IN AVCTENT TIMES GUI THe 





i 


aa, 


—— 
















NO Nod fo Wo No NO No. | 
ALL T KNOW, MARCELINE f5 THAT 


OU Now Have THE POWER TO RECONNECT 
WITH JOUR FATHER - 








THE SPELL IS SrmpPLe: 


1. DRAW THIS MAGICAL SymBol. 















—_ : 7 7 - 


+ 
+ ee 


2_. DOUSE THE DRAWING Iv BUG MILE 





3, ALLTHATS LEFT To De 

IS REPEAT THESE Wop es 
MALOSO 
VobIScuM 

ET Cum 

§ PIRI Tum 





Phase Dow's Rus. lake Trme To THINK A Boul 77 
Make. SURE you Do WHAT'S BEST FoR you. T HoFE you 
ares FIND THE TRUTH of WHo Ye ARE AXP WHERE you Came} 
1 Hopé You FINP WHAT you RE SEARCHING fRm. | 
fok an? DREAMING ABOUT. 


[HAVE ENCLOSED FAREWELL PRESENT Fok YoU, GUNTHER, | 






ie 


Remtmeke rom Your Vlom | fowe 
In Your Cire ay aks WHEN You WERE 
Little WHEN rFouA? You, IN YoRAGLET Sov fp 
A NOTE Do You REVIEMBER WHEN T Foun Yoy? 
7 WAS WATTTNG foR THERIGHT TIME To Slows pov 
Barto my MADNESS Lf FRG. | 


; Two PHoTes, a 


FROM THE PAST. IT Hope THESE BRING YoU 
Soret NOW THAT Ty, Gone, AND REmivo 
4 THAT vou ARE Love. — 


| GDg >) a 
BEST of Luck Crane! nen 


YouR FIEND 
Tie NORTH 4) i 


# 
Gare oF 


THEY ARE A LEGACY FoR yo yy, MARC | 













THE “Foy Kint pom Jo 








wS my Mom, 
IAQ. Vee WK = 
Pi CAOCES 


oC Wy 
(WOW), 


Theyre So beautiful. think | can remember how it Flt, holding her hand 
while we leaked out over the water. 


When (look at the other one i miss her se bad it hurts. 18 it Weird 
+o miss har that much, even though | can barely remember her? 
Im So leele in that photo. \ want to Feel her halding, me in her arms and 
hugging me again like thar. \ Keep looking at it, | wish | could cee her face. 


Cut it's cally hér. Vil veep these with me forever. 


Now thar Simans gone, BHErything has ta change. 
Reading Simon's letter over and over again as if it would suddenly 
change. Giving me this Infermation has sparked a million questions. 
Dees this megan Im hal¢ Nidhtespherian whatever? None of this makes 
sense. \ cant even remember my daa, and now tm Supposed te believe he's 
Some sort of dand@raus and power Gul King? Ir pro earl cameatteemenneentl incite ae 
why have \eeen stuck HERE AL ONE 21 te he's so powerful why deesnit 
h@ yust Come here and. der me? Doesnt he2 Einow there's lice no one 
l2E4- an the planet? Im his daughrer! Why is this... wait, why am | sitting 
here asking mysel€ these questions? | should be asting my so-called Father. 
tm Gonna do de+ ALL of my answers Fram him. ive been Way +00 long 
in the dark. k's time | wnew What | was and where | came. From. tm 
realy 40 try the spell. Simon didnt sound TOO crazy when he Wrote, it 
down. But it he. Det: soMerchning wrand or he's wrong adeur my dad, \ dent 
think \ should try it by mysele. Who else is out there, thaugh? 
wa never seen ONE other being Except Weird monsters, ever! 


Otay FONQIN. Stay Posit iN@_ 


There, must ba somebady out there. 


SS Saav 


MORNING- A BREAKTHROUGH! There \S someone else! 


LSMELLED SomenHING| 
IM CIKE A Dog!) 


INE LEARNED To 
FOLLOW A SCENT! 7 


My senses > a 


are apening, up! 







Bingo. 
| Followed the scent | picked up to a secret camp deep in the woods. 
| FOOND TWO UNVING BEINGS 


WE been cautiously stalking them For a weer. 


They havé namés. Reni and Rosella. Brother and sister. 


Even more coal, theyre \A/ ERE \IO aN = — | 


There was a full moon on the third night, and fam my hiding place 


iwatched them transform From regularleaking, humans to total Fangy 
wolf maniacs! Beli@ve me \ ducked and Stayed hidden. \ climbed a tree to 
sl2@p in and hearcd them hewling An nigh. 





The. n@xtr mMoNiy 1 Snuck up te heir Carve and Cavesarapred on +heirc 
comersation. leamed that they were able 4m survive due te their 
bloadling. They were also different. So \ guess Simons rants about 
people with ditrerent DNA being the surviners Were true. 


Today \ befriended the brother and sister werewolves! (1 never thouditt 
ld exer write thar senrence!) Rami tells me they were Tasmanian 
Wwerewalves, alsa enewn as Whylacines. Their ancestors have. roamed the 
Forests For Generations. He said they v2 been hunted Far centuri2s 
but Never Extarminared because they always migrated at night and 
hid From sight. He told me werewaWwes can do magic when they Sather 
in larde Grougs. 
Being travelers, their Tamily members are scatrered across different 
cominents, but Remi says that the StrONG powers of Wolf senses and 


intuirion thar doe with their bleadline will AWays hele them Find one 
another wher in need. 


Wicked, huh? Huh? | was practically Wwe a WOLF picking up their scent 
and tracking them down. 


WOOO°! 


(Thar was actually my arrempr at a welf cali) 

Im hacky that theyre werewobes, because they actually believe in all 
this weird stuf that We Found out about myself. AND they believe in 
demans and magic spells and curses and stuf?! Looks to me like they're 
pervect candidates far my little demon summoning ritual. 


Check tt oat! 
They can torh draw! 
This is What 
Vlook Wee now- 


DRAWN BY 
WEREWOLVES!! 





i 


Naas 


t Pteprnnill He B 
gf 7 Cn BIG 
SEE Zoo LARe 
pe ty 1944 OG! eure 


at mage 
Sy mals! 


So Wee VEEN walking Far days on end. \ haven't brought up youcenew- 
whar yet! Rosella deesny tale much, bur Remi sure does. | still dent ger 
how these two tnew where they are Going. Alar af rime 2quals A lat af 

taleing. Wwe never epened up this much te anyone before, not ven Simon! 


But Iwas afraid to tél them abautr my dad, Afraid id scare them ofF 
and oF what theyd think abeur me. Bud wher, they talked about their 
awn dad alse being a werewal€, and how the werewele Jené was passed 
dewe Sram Generation ta Jenerarion, | saw an opening and went Far it. 


They diane frean eut at all and said they would help me! They said they'd 
actually heard adbaut “The Nameless One” fram their elders, Seriously, 
am \4he2 only pécson whe didnt mow dbout this Sule? be sure is 
starting to Teel thar way. finywey, Rosella said that SumManing, Hunsen 
Reade@er tea her werewal? clan would be a huge win Far their streer 
ered, Thar they have been warding af€ 4he eail oF Nosrératu for as Remi 
calls them, “the erearures of the night. tm ner sure what she's +areing 


Aart, Put she s€@ms to think helping me contact my Dad might all wore 
out. This will be dead, | can Fee! it. 


inéed them, they néed my dad. W's @ total Werewele, inrerdimensianal 


i 


WHI. Plas | raally Wee. {nese Two. 


Theyre val characters, btw. IF | didn’t mention it pefor2, Rosella teees 
xo herself, and Remi has tind of a lisp that mares hin fun +e listen +o, 
Fram talking with him so much, | noticed Im tind of a natural mimic. 

| subconsciously Started imitating him when | answered him back. } caught 
myself lisping a little a turnch of times but quickly conrrallgd mysel¢. 
\hope he degsnt think Im making fun af him. | can't vlaw this! 


Goess WHAT Soe 

KJERE 
GONN A 
sy DAD 


MAN DAD ¢ 
rae 


o & © 






TseeAtL) Fa me 
APPENING! 9% | 
isk Me LucoK! 


We will begin ae chant ot Suindowy. 
VW SO MEXVOUS ond excited | 


b 


1 AP ary 


oe 





Day Double. Whatevs 
SS ee 


Weill. That sure didn+ do as planned. For reals. 


RIE 


We surmmone@sa him all right. 


Awd Wes 


The First people | come in contact with and the First thing, he does 


akyer mZEting me is he wales up to them and sucks the life out of 


them! Now my Friends are just withered husks in the dirt! tr was nothing 


to him! That's how my father says hello! My “dad” Hinson Avadeer couldin+ 
have b22n more nenchalant, aor more pompous. HE brushed it OFF, sucking 


my Sriénds souls \ mean, lke \ should have. tnown that whomever | oroudht 
to the ritual was dang +o Jer their souls sucked. 


H2 says he sucks souls quest because he can AND to Jain power. 


Which he complete! contradicted a minute larer 
by Saying he was wy 1 rie \ Powerful! 


RICH IS. FE papel 


This is WHE way too much information For me +o 4aKe in vidht now. 





HZ Burst through tne portal, devoured my Friends, then wrapped his 
arms around me like we're. Supposed +o be coal. Tassed out a wink and 
a “EN BABY "he if we hadn't been separated GVFATTG percent 
of my life thus far, L always pictured my Aad +o b2 A Ar@at Juy and by 

the way Rosella and Remi talked avour him, he truly Was a Great Suy in 
their eyes. But now my Friends eyes are liteless Fodgy helés in their 
hallow, orain-dead badies. This SOCKS, \ 








As astonishing as his actions were, | couldn't hele Bur wonder if this tind 
ef outrageous behavior was the norm For him. Simen did say my Dad 
Came from a completely difFerent word. Even though \ hate him For 
SucKHng the Ge Fram my Friends, | need 4a humor him because, let's 
Face it, Whe tnows whar he could do? \ can’t ler him Knew | dant 1iKe him. 
Leant write him aff toe quickly. 


Besides, he's the only one with the answers. There is still so much | dant 
Now about mysele and where \ came Fram. iF 1 Wank to Find aut, 

im Going 40 have to ask him. He told me te mke the night and process 
our meeting and well regroup in the merning. Like td Get any sleep 
agrer a night Wee that with my Sends vodies lying there! \ havent 
slept a wink, and it's almost sunrise now. 


My dad reappeared in the morning in a sheath of Fire. HE said because 
oF the “hely' Fram my “ouds he had a Great nights sleep and was 
F22ling Great dbour himsele. He hudged me as a Greeting and was 
xuding a rervible-smelling smoke. \ could barely brearhe. Net a Great 
Sart ta our second meeting. Neither of us spoke much until we Gor 
to the Warer, although he ninda hams under his breath a lar. 

Maybe that's why Like music so much. Maybe | det thar From him, 


He led me down a long, abandoned Pier and looked out at What was now 
Q s@a of refuse and sewage. A weird Feeling overcame me, as iF \ had 
been there before. He started answering the question \ was about +o 
ask as if he Knew it Was coming. He started saying things like: “Look Kid, 


\ want you +o %now | didnt abandon you. You have no idea hew hard it 


was to lét you 9o.’ \ Felt paralyzed. \ wanted £0 Speak, but something Was 


Stopping me. All \ could do was listen. “Times Were tough—even you Know 


that. Your world was 2nding, and my World develves into lawlessness when 
\m not there.” 


He basically blamed everything on the Fact that the Nidhtosphere 

WAS No Place For a vaby. Maybe he NAS trying tO prorect me. 

Im still not completely sure. Hes @ little tricky. But \ learned a lot 

when our comersation, or his rather, took a tun, and he then went 

on and on about all) the Bood and evil things he's accomplished. From the 
chases of his homeland +o his trips abroad soul-sucking to his humanitacian 
Work in the Nightosphere. He started to sound like he was cunning For 
MAYOR OK Something. lt all sounded so rehearsed. But you Know what? 
Yart of me bought it. He did make a courle of Sel€-deprecating wKes 
that showed me was wasnt St a sere who just killed all my Friends. 


Bortom line: This is my one and only chance +o 92t in touch with my 
demon roots. \F \ dont Freak out, and he acts a little nicer, \ think ~ 
We might have. a shot at an actual Father-daughterc relationship. 


Day & ef “Handing with Dad! 

Wel, Im canflicread about him al cigikt. \ want to hate him, bur he really 
+AlES +o me lke he cares most of the time. So a part oF me cant help 
loving him. | mé@an, he is my dad. 8 that vad? He aways has Food somehow 
and is undeniably charming and sometimes Funny. thane to stop thinking 
bout what he dia +o Remi and Rasella. Even though tl never get ever it, 
its Somewhar understandable, iF \ think of my dad as some kind of 





sophisticated Feral animal. He says that nature is a balance. There's 
always a price. For ex@ry Give there's a tace and Sac Avery Success, a 
Saerifice. He néeded Remi and Rosella se that he could be with me. 


OF cours€, i never ger ever what he did. t+ was roo weird and shocking. 


Bur at least Im starting 40 understand him and where he's coming Fram. 


Lill try +0 Oring up to him that maybe he could help out the restr of 
their werewal? Family. t's the least we could do. 


Later, though, Im more eager to ast doout Mam. Wish me luck. 








ABOUT MY MOM 


He. has a lot +e say doout her, but Bv@ry time he starts te answer 

A Question, he thinks of samething ise. | think he's dot a short 
atrention Span, maybe as a result of being a ruler and having +a eeee 
pack af a ler of stuf? at the same rime. He mainly tales about haw 
Peter iF eal my mam wes, tnen Goes en and an A0eud sae Nightosphere. 


he. di : 
The Stu he did say about my mom, (dent really Feel Wee \ean write 
any of if down an Paper. | want +o be able +o have. my own theudhts 
and Feelings avour hér and where | came From, but | dent. 


A hee is the truth through his @yés. Dant Ger me wrong, he 

made her sound beautiful and sweet and wonderful, and \ de beliexe, 
deep down, that she was nething less than that. + yist Feels as if 
Iwould be doing her an inystice by repelling Zemebady alse’s version oF 
her life. e's a let, and tn ust starting ta precess it all. . 


DADS POWERS 


This al+ernoan, Dad put on a little “2ducarional shaw" oF all his bizarre 
abilities and powers, Im Jonna try drawing them te the besp af my 
ability, But Same of them were Wet too weird +o Grasp and @1en ernow 
what was happening. But WN do my besr, 


Hr} 1k 


W 





Never iv) a AACN ve ACS COMA \ Waa We 
pry Had WOd \Oz" THIS CRAZY. 


He tald me hes 4+ating me someplace reaNy special today. 
Something about +he world's best carn dag? 


\ dont even bnew What +hat is. 


Day Wharevs squared 


Wow, what a aay! 

My dad took me +0 an old abandoned carnival at the edge of the city. 
At Fiest \ thought it was going 40 be Cxtrame| 
thats Supposed +o be Filled with amused 
complerely Empty? | was Wrang! 


¥ lame. Hew could a place 
people ever ve, Fun when it's 


WN admir— it was pretty depressing at First. Let's qustr say skeleton 
Clawins whose makeup somehow stayed on and didnt decompose 













With the bedy is probably the ergepiest thing tye ever seen. 
Dad threw a bude temper cantrum once he realized that 
living, preathing human beings had to actually b& araund 
+o mad his beloved “corn dogs,” but, in the scheme of 
things, it was a tiny hiccup in our adventure. We truly 
had a vast cagerher. Mast of the rides were, still 

operand. The one upside 40 everyone being dead is 
that there were no lines! 









We vode the carousel 
three times, howling 
With laudhrer. 


i 





The cattori 
candy machine 
still worked! * 
Extepr Fac > 
the dict! ( -_— 


/ 
Then we rode 
the. Tilt-a-Whiel 


Wt Was Wark it? 





The vest parr of the day, at least for 
me, was riding the Ferris wheel. 4 circled 
around twice, than the metor danted, and 
i stopped completely st as we reached 
the top! | was Freaking out a little vit. 

WE Were stuck at the top and ne one was 
around to Fix it. “Calm down, Maregline,” 


he. said. “Laat at the wicked beautiful view 





From up here—there’s nothing 40 worry 
about. \laaked aur at the vista, and he 
was riGht. Even with all the devastation, 4 was beautiful, and there was 
AvSalutely Nothing ta Warry About. | ely as if we were on tap of the 
wad. The setting sun in the sty colored the ruined werid, Nothing could 
Ber Ot us up there. The carnival was our weird, broken-down Kinddem, 
ana Dad and \ had each ether. That's all we needed. 


The wind changed. Suddenly there were clouds overhead, and | Fehr 
the Fiest tiny draps of rain. The drizele vecame a downpour, and then a 
thunder-andightning storm! Dad immediarely put his coat ever me and 
whipped aut an umbrella. The storm tapping on the umbretia reminded 
me af Simon. find even though | was happy For the First time, Feeling 
lee \ had a Dad whe cared about me, | teared up thinking abour poor 
Simon, Ariving, erazily inte the tundra on his dodsled, Jaing nowhere. 
Simon did everything he could Far me. He didnt deserve. what happened 
+2 him. For a moment up there | Felt KE tne storm was Simon there 
with us. Telling m2 he was happy | Faund my Farher. | Fely Maye it WAS 
his way oF lérting me Je. 


Dad made thar weird cackle of his, did seme tind of magical sweesh, and 

carried me dawn the rusty side of the Ferris wheel in his arms in the 

main and thunder and lie ning. On the way dawn Samething big, red, 

and metal with a lend handle Fell out of his yacker.  dinked and dunred 
until it hit the votrom. When we Jot te the Ground. | picked it up. 


Kh was an AXE . We walked under a 
shredded sare to Get out of the rain. 


Why are you CAPT YING Ar Axe in your packe4?" 


H2 Veushed it o€F. "Oh, this ald thing? This is 
the. Family axe, Kid. fin arciant, evil heirloom. 


The Aloadeer Axe.” 


twas afraid it had samething to de with executions, 
So l wasnt Even going to ask. \ didn want to do 







dewn thar read. "| Guess youre old @nough now. Here, it's 
yours, He handed it over +o me, Sort of CEeremaniausly. 


When | touched it, a strange feeling coursed theouSh my veins, like g, 
\olt of energy. This axe had some sérious is Qdout it. Good or bad, 

l didnt really care. W's a Sift From my Dad, and | wil cherish it Forever. 
Funny hew your Teel Ings can change so completely. 


Day © with Dad 
Things coulant be betrrer between us. \ knew if there was ever a time 


te ask him to hele with the remaining members of the werewolf Family, 
iW Was new. He said he wants to help! He said, "Piece of cake!” 1 cold him 
all Gbout them and the trike of beings they were afraid of He laughed 
in my Face at the word "Nosferatu. He told me \ must not understand 
what Lord of Evil means. 


HE pretty much said nat he is the mest powerful force to ve recroned 


With, Apparently. He said that no monsters, ne demons, and certainly ne 
middle-oF-+he road VaMPIMES Would stand a chance against him. | didnit+ 
tannect the dots on that one. The werewolves were atvaid of VAMPINES? 
\ didnt tnow werewolves existed, never mind vampires. 


We. should 92+ to the WarewalE camp in no time. Dad says thar, lice me, 


he can track down werewoWwes by their scant. HE really is like a Feral 
beast sometimes. No offense, Dad. But it's tru) 


He said we should be there by tomorrow night. Pretty coal. 


Day 7 with Dad 


How could \ be that dumb? Atrer everything my dad has told me avout 
his “pure evilness,” and atrer what he did to Remi and Rosella, hew could 
\ think he would actually help the werewale Family? im gonna have +o do 
Something about him, but \ dont Know what or how. 


ean believe it. We arrived at a truck stop on Route GO. We watched 
them From above. on top of the Freeway overpass. Dad insisted we 

Stay Unseen and “scope things out” before we waltzed into the camp. 

Seemed leGitimare, considering, what they were doing. Thicty or Forty of 

them stood in a circle around a vonFire chanting in Latin or something. 

\ couldnt hele but think mayoe they Were trying to locate their lost 
brethren, Remi and Resella. That was probably qst my Juilty conscience 
tancing, though. 


\ explained +o Dad that the travelers Felt that they were under an 


immense threat. Remi and Rosella had said that their people were 
Ping targeted. They said regular humans were probably all dead 

by now, and so that left the werewelves as the closest thing +o the 
VAMPIKe'S Favorite Food source. 


“Makes sense,” Dad said. “Even hal€-human souls make the blood taste 
adigrerent than animal blood. it’s the next best thing for those 


bloodsucking, vampires.” 


Eww. | should have Known then and there thar something wasn't quite 
right. But my wdament Was clouded. \ wanted Nothing mere than For 
Dad +o ve that Guy Who would help me by helping them. Now that \ think 
about it, he may have even been licking his lips as he said thar Bross 
Stuke. | think | blocked that Pate Out. 


We stood up there on the overpass for a Few more moments. | was 
Hlabbering aut some type oF Jame plan of how ta mace our First 


IMPrAssion on mMeering the werewelies. Then as we were walking toward 


them all around +h€ic campfire, \ Jor the same Feng |} det eight 
berere he attacked Rami and Rosella. 4 was an mtense FZENING. 


Then he turned to me and whispered, Kinda cocky, “Watch this, buddy.’ 


He pulled out his amulet, put it around his neck, and magically transrormed 
Now he had 2 Bidantic mouth Full af weird +2e@th. He walked vp to @ach 
of the Werewel? Family members, and one by ong Ghostly blebs Tew out 

of their bodigs and dewn the throat of his revalting demon Face. Within 2 


Minute their bacies had all dropped +o the Ground like empty corn husks. 
Like thirty of them! Shocked, \ couldnt say a word, 


HE Quicdly returned to his less vie stare, but at that moment, my dad, 
Hanson Abadeer, looked to me lice the LIOR thing td EVER SEEN. 








Day 6 with Dad Going dewnhill Fast) 
___———— EE OO Oe 


This whole playing-it-coel thing would be. impossible if my Father wasnt 


such a dimwitred schmuck. it's bean a Few days since his roadside 
WEerewal® sacrifice, and hes becoming more and more delusional as time 


passes. Can you believe he thines he helped these people? He claims | 
asked him to save the werewalves Sram the vampires, and thats exactly 
what he did. He says that by wiping them all out at once, he Stopped any 
future threats against their tind, He said the vampires Would have. ‘illed 
them, and \ should be thanking him Far only sucking their souls! YEAH, 


RIGHT. Thanes, Dad. | Guess you didnt Kil Rose and Rem. | Guess their souls 
WEre Finally reunited with their Family in your stupid Gross soul sack! 


On a brighter note, even though it 
midht ve caldhearred oF ME 40 say, 
the. werewelves DID have. same 
uSEhul SHULL in their Encampment. 
And there's a gas station with 
tons of processed, packaged food 
Still iy perkect condition. 
BATHROOMS with rzal TP 

and a truck-step shower! 





The truck step has a diner attached to it, too. 
Thars where tm hanging out now. Whe WINdOWS are. 
shot out, but it's nice in hére. The booths are comfy. 
Most of thé Werewolves were living out of yans and 
trucks, Put there was this one cocl, metal, streamlined 
trailee that caught my eye. te was Filled with candles, 
Oh, how Wwe yars Full of who enows what, and these huge books 
missed your, Soap! thar locked hundreds of years old. 





\ leave. you, soar! 


When my dad tnecked on the doer, | didnt want him to s2é what 
Was Inside, So L1EFr Quictly. Now tm yast hanging here in the diner. 
IF the appliances still work, maybe Il ger my hands a little Greasy 
stirring up some hot Foaad. t's been so long, since Wwe had dood, 
hamernade, hot Fooooaed. 


Day GT with Dad 
SS 


THAT \S WHE FINAL STRAW. 


GO PHEAD. Steal souls. Steal as many 











\g : 
WA 
aS you Want. But steal my FRIES?!?! 


Who does that?! 


\ was TRYING TO be coal. | thouGht | could make the best of an awFul 
SItuarion. | thoudht the worst was over. But then he stole FROM Me. 


His ONN DAUGATER_. 
¥ That is a whele new lowest af the low! 
f : w HOT FOOD! Their treezer had ust one biG handful leer 
of the vest Frozen Fries ever, and \ deep-fried them te 
GOLDEN PERFECTION. Nice and erispy the way ) LOVE ems 


\ only Stepped outside because } stupidly leh this noreboor on tne curd 
as it started to main. So Vet my fies sit unat+rended For seriausly like 
thirty seconds. 


By the time | was back my Dad was Sstukeing, his face with 


Hs. French Fries Ni ane MYo ELF 


You do | mess with a Bicts Faad! 
That Bat tanous vere. didnt even bother Fallawing Mme dus- When | les 
erying. HE Wwsr murched away. ke all came cack to me hew he had ulled 


my Friends, then their entire Family, 
Im in the RV new. | Know these werewahes Jotta have something | can 


use adainsr him. | ywst have to Find it, 


DAY 1 WTHOUT DAD 
ee ee 


“SIS \ didit, He's Gong. 





Easier han expected. For never Haring ch PermManery home, the, 
tYONEIErS Sure WEre organized. | Found what \ needed in the index af 
the First ald boat. | piceed up. tr was the same portal spell Simon had 
used +o Summon the "Nameless One.” \ personally me that tite better. 


Im still too riled to call him Dad right now. The portal ritual works bath 
Ways, | Guess. 


fis far as the Steps do, | Found the iar labeled POWDERED BUG MiLkK— 
SUST ADD WATER. | drew the Rynda Mandala and lured him outside. 


\ threw the milk on the mandala, and 


LOHOOSH! GONE | 
OE <a e 
—— 
And. 
GOOD. 


RBiaddan 








DAY <4 WATHOUT DAD 
Ay 41 WUHOUS DAD 

Lonély again. Lendlingss is the werst, Diary! | knew new that | took fer 
Sranred my time with Simon. He was so goad to me. Why did he have ta 


Jo complerely nuts? Now \ have two "fathers’ whe are crazy! Net to 
mention no Friands, Ne mother, no Purpose, WASt ME. 


Br l@ast Ym learning and really G2ét+ing +o enew myselr, Unfortunately, 
Im not Sure tm really aM thar interesting. 


Daddy, Why aid you Car my Fries? 
\ bought them, and they Were mine. 
But you are them, 
Yeah, you are my Frias, 


And \ cried, Out you didnt see me ery. 


Daddy, do you @ven love me? 
Well, \ wish youd show i, 
Cause \ wouldnt Knew it. 
What tind o€ dad eats his daudhrer’s fries 
find doesnt enen look her in the eyes? 
Daddy, there were tars there. 


IF you saw them, Would you even care? 





My only Friand now is 
Hambo, But, of course, 
he cant tale back 
to me. | drew this 
because \ was bored 
and wanted iw see 
if \ could do a decent 
sketch of him as it 
hé. Was a Guy and we 
were out on a date. 





This is r2ally ultra lame. But | don't care. Who's Jonna see it except me 
and you, Diary? | can be as dumb as | Warr. 


We Feels liKE your! the only one listening, BECAUSE YOU ARE. | sill hope 
For a living Friend. Somevady | can trust and hang with. k's se crazy and 


dangerous out there, bur \ can handle it. Turns out, tm Pretty tough 
anyhow. The coozers dont mess with me ANYMOTE Tor some reason, 
bs almest eerie how they seam repuls2d now whenever | sare, at them 


and concentrare, thinking "GO AWAY! Maybe my newkound demon side 


Wont 02 so bad after all. is it possvle that yst being around 
Hunson made m2 mere in tune with 4? 


A \ wnew for sure is that i need to Find some more Saad soon, 
There Were anly se many bags oF chips could Fir in my backpack. | enew 
it Wouldnt Feel right staying here at the truck stop for very long, 


Vime to Stout out a new eri. & place, thar doesnt ramind me of all +heas- 
Bad Srulye that happened with my rather. 


MALL DAY 1 


SCOUTING MISSION SUCCESSFUL \ 


fs \ wandered around, lest, with ne sense of direction, | remembered 
somerhing Simon told me yzars ade BEFORE he went nuts. He said if we 


Zier Jar separated \ should Jo +a the ald, aoandened mall. 


When this whole worldwide war started, | Guess SOME of the survivors 


S@+ up the mail as a makeshicy VERUGEZ camp, a sort of besphere. 


Simon took me there a Few times when he First Found me. The whele 
thing was undardround, | mean it sank underGraund! Where else +o 

hide out and maybe Find some coal clothes? Anything would be betrer 
chan these rags | Found in the virdage clothing store. 


When | gor here, part of me was hoping Simon might 62 living down 


here, WAILING For me to come, Wanting to S2e me adain. Maybe, he wasnt 
eazy anymere? 


Be t \ should have Known bve++er than +a think he could reverse, all that 
terrible damage the crown did to his brain. Nothing was going +e stop 
him Fram Jong north. \ bnew he wouldnt be here, bur For, lice, half an 


hour, | yelled his name. The place has a nice acho. 


When | lack dewn at 
the. empry mall Fram 
the balcony, | Feel 
Wee Im headlining an 
Arend comert Ne ane 
Doudht tickers +o. 
The whele place is Kind 
oF spooky, because it's 
30 hude, Empty, silent. 
Bur, hey, maybe | could 
USE SAME Quiet for 


a. charge, 





\ think Im lad Simon wasnt here. He's WSt 400 crazy now, and \ wouldnt 
Knew how to d2al with him. When we parted, he barely new who | was 
and was caning me Gunther. 


Aiso, nothing he told me about my past in his letter matches up With 
what little my dad told me. Either one of them was lying, or Wrong or 


tney both were. \ didn+ Know why \ was leer behind, what happened +o my 
mom. \ dont Get it. 


The problem is, mMayve \ never will. 


When \ think doout the last vi9, tale \ had with Simon, \ realize it was 
probably the most important One oF my \i€e. 


He took my hand and said his mind was getting worse. He said he felt 
like a bird that needed to migrate North, and that \ needed to ve 
ready in case \ had to Jo on Without him. He said he werried what 


mighty happen if he really lost it. 


Then he said the important thing, that “demon is wst a Word made uP 
by People who are scared. Everyone has good and vad in them and that 
\ should never be afraid. 


\ tnouShtr he was talking about himself and his own shaky memal stare. 


But now \ think he was trying to tell me that im a damon. Simon wanted 
me to be OK with who \ was. 


\ owe him For saving my lite and +2aching, me pretty much Aner y thing 
\ Knew. | miss him so much, the poor, crazy Guy. | miss him so much, 


And \\\ always love. him. 


Mai Day 3 


i Cound anetherc Polaraia 
Camera in ane of the 
storesthe Tirst one 
(v2 Found in years 

that actually works! 

W'S Way bet+er than 

Simens, and theres, 
Wee, tons of Film. 
Heres what +he 

place loots Ire: 





Vabways avaarnr about 
what 1 Wauld be, kee 
+o Go shopping with 
my mom at the mali. 
L wished | could see all 
the people un skelatonized, 
pretty and alive, 
and all ane Fashion 
and the beauty. 





Mol Day 4+ 


Nighttime. This place is a wreck now, Out a beautiful weer. This is Jonna 
ve HOME For a while. | remember Simon used fo +akK2 me to Book World 


down here to Find dood lirerature so hé could teach me hew to read 
and write. | was always more interested in the pet shop next door. 


\ should have 62en looking for semething to eat these last Couple of 


days. Im starving, All ve been doing is remembering walking threugh the 
SHOES THINKING About crazy Simon brining me here as a kid 


PARARY \k 
Rook 
LOCRLD| 


Book World is Kinda the 
same as \ ramembver it. 
Excépt For the skeletons 


and bracen glass and 
WECKAGE AQierywhere 


ANd tons of Vacks 
ali ever the Sloor. 





Mai Doy D 


1 ger it new, why Simon taught me to read. Ar the time \ was <o 


Annoyed with having +o do postapocalypri¢ schoaling. Hello, shouldnt we 
ve looking For shelter or samethingd? But reading and writing are all 


\ have now. Who enows? Maybe W become a Fameus author ong day. 


Tiptoeing over pilés of vbaoks, | Spotted Little Women. | r@member loving, 
when Simeon asked me to read it to him. 


The. cover sucks, though. 


We bean reading it all nih, Man, 1 would de anything to have sisters or 


any Sact af human relationship, Far that marter. Far now is 
west me, my memories of Simon, my jerk Dad, and my books. 


There's semething 
aise here, thou. 
A weird vice. | Fee) 
as i€ tm NOV ALONE. 





Mall Day 6 


Se, you Know that waird vibe | was CEng? \ thine | salv@a the mystery. 
\ thine it MIGHT HAVE BEEN because there was A TINY LITTLE DOG 


Spying an me Crom behind a Knocked-over bookcase! K eo 
That's rigihk— 


ee ONY CTE 


f SKELETON 
BUT A 


REAL 
LIVE 
DOG 


\\\ 








\ thought \ was. seeing things! But he tepr peeking out. He was real! 
An actual DOG! yew could he have survived??? 


HE'S sort of rust colored. Maybe same oF it's dirt? t thine he saw how 
diene and messed up | was. HE must have been able to rélare. He did a 
Funny, doF-rype move thar seemed to be asking me to Fallow him. 
Every time \ took a Step taward him, he moved away. Lirsle by little 
he led me néxt door to the pet shop! 


hs Far as food goes, he had plenty. He had sucvved all these years otF 
rhe lett-behind deggie treats and cat Food. He must have had some of 
that tough DNA, too. He's Ke me and Simon. We're ale because we're 
lucky, Not because WATE beter, 


Then, the eatest thing happened. This dog was Way smart and looked 
KE he was lonely, too. HE mustre liked my style, cuz he nudged a doagie 
treat across +he Floor toward me, while he are one and looked at me, 
Kind ef an LF Scing of Friendship. 


Boy, was | hungry, bur that was the last thing | wanted to ear. But | 


WaNHEd to Connect with him, so} ant " S\ reached 
For the tréat and took a bire. Nor half vad. Tasted live BSanut bub rer 
and bacon. 7 


He wagged his tail! Thar did the trick! He actually came over to me! 
tpat+ed him, and he started nuzzling up te me Wee crazy, his tail Going 
wild, like \ was his lenG-lest Friend. Aind | Guess | was. | Felr the same Way 


About him and Gave him a huge hug. He is st so little and sweet 
and aderable. 


We. played all day in the mali and had 
a viast. | Found & ball and bounced 

it down the breken exalatrors, and 
hé chased ir, enacting aver sreletons 
jefe and wight. He caught it in 

his mouth and ran all the way back 
up to me so | could throw it again. 





rey [NG Ds] / 


6 wo, 


Ar aight we ate some cat Food 


rogexher, cucléd up in a doggie 
bed, and srugaied, deggie 


and nalt-demon. 
Oh, yeah, \ named him 


SS Nine 


aAkLex my Favorite deli in the mal. 


\ Love HiH\\, 


DREAM SEQUENCE 


What are dreams? When | awake, 


What do@s it mean? Leant relare. 
When \ do to thar place. Where did | yist go? 
Traveling 40 Galaxies Was that real, 
Ele een eae ee 
Feels as if 


and space. 
: Wi never Know. 








When \ dream 
lr degant seem 
Like Irn So alone. 

\ see their Faces 


find all those places. 
Suddenly tw home. 


eee, 


NIGHTTIME 

pea Ne. 

ls colder than Wwe ever Felt in the mall at night. \ grabbed Schwab! and 

snuggled with him under the blankets on the biG, doggie pillow. | hoped 

this celd isnt Simons doing, with his stupid powers. Before | lett him, 

he could make the entire skyline around us start snowing. Briefly, but 

UNiKe anything nature could do on its own. This winter is Coming, in hard. 
Even though its been Freezing, my vody'’s been Joing, through some 


changes, to say the least. Part of that is Feeling hot all the time. This 
usually only happens at night when tim sleeping. 


\ ar@amt \ was in the Nidhtosphere. 


The Siames and sereams and chaos. lt Felt all too real. \ saw my parents, 
+00. For the First time | Jor Qa closer look at my MoM in the aream, 
even though \ guess \ was making it all up in my head. But then again, 

\ knew | must have looked at her all the time when | was a baby, 


SO MAYA my vision oF her in my mind was really what she looked like. 
Maybe it was réally my memory of her. 


She was beautiful, and Hunson Was . . . Well, Hanson. He wanted me +o 
yoin him on his evil r2i9n of terror. In my ar2am \ Kinda wanted to. 


tr reminded me of how Simon said he wanted things that he really didn't. 
lr Felt IKE som€one else in my head was telling me to do it, 


in the dream, \ was thinking dbout jeining my dad but \ guess \ took +00 
long +o decide because he transformed into a monster. He slowly drifted 
off into the Tlames and smoke, and then \ was awake. 


Ai) my thoughts have been pretty loopy lately. Yer somehow, | feel line 

the dreams are trying to tell me something. Should \ have hang with 
my dad more, even after what happened, and Given him the venesit 
oF the doubt? \ mean, he’s evil, but is a Feral animal evil? 


Or maybe Im st Joing crazy. \ dont Know. 





MALL MORNING WHATEVER 
Neihe bal snuggling with Schwab, when | had a MATOR. 
breakthrough. A floed of memories came From some Part of my mind 
where theyd been buried. | remember when | was a baby, all ¢he Sunny 
Faces my dad used +o make +o Jer me to Stop Crying. | have quick salid 
Flashes ef my mather and my dad hudging. They seemed so in love. 
lalse had distines memoriés of her talking in such a nice Way About how 
Strong he was. \ remembered more of what \d dreamt avout before, 
traning ‘with my mom and dad On Some Kind oF read rip. Ma yor to shat 
b€ach with the pier. 


L4ried to understand what all my dr@ams about them meant, why they 
were all coming out now. Not much else to da around here but aryalyze, 
and wonder. 

in my short time with “The Lord of Evil’, there was one thing he tald me. 


thar he emphasized. | Forder doout it until new. He said things were 
Jeaing to 62 changing in a biG way pretty soon. He said | needed to be 


ready For same vid changes. 


dont enew if this is what he meant, but \do occasionally F2él quick, 

really weird pangs in my muscles and Guts. \ can +el something is up, 
but \dent tnew whet. One weird thing—Lately | imagine | can hear 

Schwavl taleing to me. But thats sr nuts, right? 


Okay, No, NO. Sehwatl is devinitely nor +alking to me. His mouth Would 

have to PE moving For him to be talking, riGht? This is almost like a 

Fading, Like Im reading his mind. Like Im OMELUNG his mind 

or Something. Aetually it must be a deep yZarning to KNOW what 
hes Feeling. Ne way am \ hearing my ded tale to me! 


ONE WEEK LATERM 


\ should be. packing, But this is too unreal te not write down. 


\ Found @ Freaking unicarn. 


JN UNICORN, 





i 
a F: 


_— 


Well, new that \ thine about it, he looved more line a crazy, Uinel2a. Siman 
warsion oF G unicorn. | Guess he quest evalved Fram the various Mutations 
from 4he ware, ike all the other weird erearures. 


Ly happened because We. veen sIlZepwalking. That's right. My ave@ams are 

ne longer wst dreams. Wwe starred sleepwalking in the middie of the nighr. 
This was the third time this weer! \ thine | slezpwalked coout FINE, MILES, 
all +ne way +o Danie)! 


“Wnaks rian, Daniel. 
ne. Onicacn, Gy. 


How, you ask? Oh, ist sniffed out his soul in my seep. then tried to 
kill him. No biggie! tt actually was no biIdGie +o him. Thankful! WOKE, up 

berore \ did anything super-weird to him in my sleep. When | wore up, 
lwas so Sré@ake2d out! | had no idea where \ was, and same tating horse 
Was trying to calm me down. | Guess | have to accept that, in my dreams 
at léast, \ have the soul-sucking gene inact. 


WAS a total out~ot-vody experiance, wanting to suck Daniel's seul W, bua 
then it was as IF my humanity suddenly switched pack on, and | stopped! 
Danié) was bizarcély understanding. His optimism was a beeath of fresh air. 
\was having a n@ar panic attack, thinking | was some sart of monster. 

He said hed seen much worse, Which triggered my question of hew 

hés 36 ale and well. His answer? Being vedan, twas all... “Uhhh, areant 
You all? | mean don't horses wSt €ar Grass?” He says he ears spacial vegan 
grass. Whatever. | dent enow why seeing weirdly avaved mythalodical 


Creatures is stil] such @ shack ta me. lm over here +rying to steal his 
MADIC Energy ee us the norm. 





Daniel is yest such a coal, down-to-earth dude. He thinks thar since im 
hale human, | can terally use my powers For Good. i spent the rest of 
the night with him meditating and Waking on my breathing. H aetually 


helped. He's Going to be a erucial Guy to have on my side. To remind 
myself thar Im not my dad and that \ can stand Far betrer hinds 


than SucKing Souls. 


WEre Joing to meet up tonidht where | lece him. | had to Come back +o 

rhe mall to aet Schwabl and PACK Up Our things. Daniel's harsey 129s Wouldnt 
have. made it aver the city rubble. Im Gonna miss this place, Dut Daniel's 

Vibes Are Gefinirely TUDBING, afF on me. im done hiding, We should all Je 
Face the world +ogerher. He has so much to ¢2ach me... find he plays 


the tambourine. Totally gonna starr a bana. 





THOSE. NO-GOOD orel on 


VAMPIRES | 


WHY Did I LEAVE DANIEL ALL ALONE?? 


He, was tne mest happy-go-lucky DENG We. @r@r mer. AND WHAT DO THEY DO? !? 
They vit his threat! Drained his bleed and tessed his bady asi dé far me to Find! 


Wwe had se much fun taleing eae a  +nings we would de. He told me we could 
vide off inte the sunset togerhe: 





WOOOOH, BREATHE, MARCY. 


You néed to de this the right way. Before you Jo on a suicide mission, 
¥ ¥ 
YOu Jorta regroup. BE smart about this. 





Thesé MURDEROUS THINGS must still 02 close, After what they did te 

Daniel, thayve. had planty to eat. Theyre strong wight now. | need te So 
vack home to the mall, ger contral of my Own powers, and do my research. 

Bask Werid has to have SOMETHING on vampires. Their abilities, weaknesses, 
anything. \ WILL avenge my Friénds death. Seeing his lifeless body dave me 
the same, Fedling \ had when my dad stele all the werewolves’ souls. They didnt 
d2s2N2 whar happened, and neither did Daniel. The werewches were ternitied 

of these Nosferatus. Like an idiot, | thouht my Farher was going to help. 
instead, led him straight +o them. its all my Fault. Daniel Gave me the 


Courage to behene thar | can use my New Found powers For Jed. 


These. VAMPITES AVE Boing DOWN. This means war. 


READING LIST 


BOOKS 


Teen Karare Burt-Kicting Manual 


Hair Styles Tor the Practical Warrior 


Your First Vampire Hunt 
Staking Made Simple 
Tag Kwan Dont. Fighting Styles 40 Avoid 


MICROUITSU. Throws and Halds 
Cor the Small of Stature 


Dont Strick Yourr Neck Out. 
Advarced Neck Prorection 


BEGINNER'S GUIDE TO AGHTING Twis 
The Joy of Head-Burting 


Going, Medieval on Monsters 
Death kicks Sor Prereens 


BLOOD BATH: Bathiub-Based 
Vampire Fight Techniques 


MAGAZINES 


Black. Belt Gath Gazétre 
kid Commande Quac +erty 

Girl Adare Monthly 
1O1 Lethal Kicks tor Prereens 
Punch-in-the-Nese Review 
Gonzo Smackdown Weerly 


MALL SHOPPING LIST 
SWEEN'S [sleeping bags, camping s1uttl 
FASHION CHIMP llang undecnéar} 
HOSOS GLOVE & SLEEVE Imitrens, scarves) 
NEPTUNES CLOSET (boots) 


FIND MORE ART SUPPLIES! 





Manne dung 
Sine -Pownts 





{Best +o worst) 
Cox Faad Glavorsy 
1. Tidepad Surprise 
i. Feline Feasties™ 


3. Meary Mouse Remainders 
4, Calico Cove” Cat Chawder 


5. Beet Mountain Gravy Shacotérs 
a. Dear Tabby" White Meat Slurry 
T. Ppocalypse Meow Chrisemasvarry Siders 





MiNi TO-DO LST 
Write Mini-To-Do List 
Sort stufe Far Bid Move 
Yack auyrebag 
Write EVERY day 
Exercise, EVERY aay 


Get Schwabl to pice ONE toy 
tO +O“. Alon. 


ANNOUNCEMENT: IM LEAVING THIS SOWT! 

You héara it here First, Diary. Schwab and | have. our Sacks packed, aur 
Sleeping bag stulFEa with snacks, stakes sharpened, and same nice warm 
simmies! We're ready! Time to hit the road! 


Tiene 40 KCK sore Vampire Bui! 


Bur before we do, \ Gorta say Jood-bye te this place. 


The. mati changed me. | think far the vet+rer. When | came here, | was 
st a little tid, alone and scared. Now We Jot mad stills. | Einally Fee) 


réady to take en the harsh world out there. tm sad to see this massive, 
ence-Tlourishing structure crumble away. Bur there are a lot of reasons 
We cant Say here. First of alll, tim réady. 2 spent months honing 
my ADtIES, Working out, and masrering my Zen For Daniel. 
Also, the mere immediare reason is thar little Schwabl ism4 doing 
so well. tr s@ems that the stronger | Ger, the wearer he becomes. 


We veth need to leave. 


We learned 4 lot here, 
Dut A think it Ss time 


+O Go, Good-bye, mall. 


Ml miss you. 
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Day @ 
The snew has stopped. Climbing a mountain path, still no SIGN 
of shelter. No SIGN of vamps. BUT | CAN SMELL THEM. 


Day 10 


1s€@ Giant red mountains in the distance. Mayve, wast maybe, 
there areé survivors up there somewhere, 


Day 13 


reached the trop of the ridge and looked down inte the valley. 
\ couldnt believe my eyes. A Flock of she€p roamed the meadow 


below. They looked so cute. Until | noticed one of the sheep was 
being dragged into the bushes by a shadowy Figure. 


Id Found my Fiest vampire. 


\ didint Know IF it Was the vampire who Jot Daniel. | did't 
care. lorept dose. Seeing this thing in the Gesh was prerty 
intimidating. HE was bigger than | imagined. | realized this 
Wasnt Baing, to be, ike. LiGhting rhe MAINE AUIS Atk the. nal. 
Vampires Fight back. But all | could think of was Daniel. 

\enew | could do it. How many Kung fu boots had \ studied? 


Dh a ene ott tena 
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WNiNor o rare 


Lwas able to vanquish him, but that d eesnt mean 
it Wan aff without a hitch. \ lat my human 


amerions G@t the best of me. | probably should have done 


the sréalth route, but instead \ made my presence Known, 


isereamed "Leave “not Shae Along | whil2 charging, dewn 


the moumainsida. HE took off at lightning speed veFore | even gor dese. 
HE moved So Fast it was lice he vanished. 


\ stowed there in the middie of the ox, aaravared vecause id screwed 
it up. This was Going to ve harder than | anticipared. 


Then | heard a Smug voice CEhind me. "Hello, Human. He had reappeared 
behind me the Moment my bAcK WAS turned. HZ was, a real yer, by the. Way 


‘Finally, some worthwhile blood,” he smireed, and grabbed me by the bace 
oF my arms, slamming me against a tree. “Silly. You really think you're a 


match For me?” 
little did he anew that \ was. Perhaps it was the adrenaline or my 
thirst For cr@veng2, but | Fung him around and threw him down, pinning 


him an the arass. HE was SONG, Dur | was Way, Way Stronger. He stared 
at my ys, and his expression changed. He actually panicked, 





Your eyes! Theyre red! Wha-wha-what are you?!" 


\ whispered in his €ar, to Freak him out: 


Silly. Take a Gooacad whift. Yeah, that's riGht. That's the smell of 
deémoen vleed.” He struggled and started +o Jo all lame on me. “Please 


dont hurt mel! have a Family. tds! \ have kids!” \ loosened my Grip as 


he pleaded, My Zy2S renerting to normal. “\anly Suck vlood to survive! 
W'S not my Fault!” he whined. 


Vstarted to sympathize with him. What iF he couldnt héhp himself, like 

the. time | Cound myself almest sl@@p-Soul-sucking? The moment he saw me, 
hésitare, he threw me of F and lunged srraidhy Far my neck! | Quicely 
soapped mys2l€ aut of it. Id been an idiot! Vampires can't have Freakin’ nds! 

He WAS &@ monster with no r@émoarse For what he. did. 


HE looked ar me with black, empty eyes. “You have no idea the varele 
youre started. When the ting Finds out dbout you, youre so dead” 


Vleaped on him with the loudest shriek | 
Could muster and ara a stake deex into his 
heart. His bady stifFened as he stared inte 
my Eyes, aad shen his entire Bady Gxploded 
ana Durst inte a Fiery ball oF Hitter, 


\ rolled back onto the. Grass ana lay there in 
shock at what had yest happened. & million 
thoughts Were pwirting around in my head. 
That was Way +00 clase, For comfort. 

Ie | had learned anything From my Farher, 

it WOS to trust novady. Especially not & vamp. 
td almost let my Compassion tum me 

into that Vloodsucker's dinner. 





You Gotta run it of, Marceline. k's hard, because hal? of you iS Fill@d with love. 
But you Gotrd turn OFF your humanity reward shese despicable crearures. 


But there's still so much you need te learn abaur this Species. So much 
mare to understand. How can he mave se fast, and why did ne explode? 


i will continue to hunt these bleed fiends until they are na longer a 
threat to wihhaa- litele ire remains aon shiss planer: \ will campila. a 1a9, oF all 
my resdarch, From new on it's search and d@stroy. No hesiturian. 


Now its on. 


No SRT Bot Oy. 


ON O ort 
Oper Con) Vic N= —————— 
Doy _— oa bloady success 


What & learning curve. 


wa WNENEr PEEN more proud and ashamed of anytning Wwe dene. Revenge 

iS A PrIMiKWE Emotion, For sure, but, thet said, Wiping out a scCourGe oF 

Creepy, unidead murderers can't be all bad. | spent too much time with my 

heamanitry Shut off. k s@emed Necessary +o Prorecr us Fram the VANS. 
Bat now all \ can de is question why | really did i. 


Butte worried. Schwabl. 1s sick He needs my help. OF all the powers 
v2 absorbed, Tight is the best, so being able to ly him araund on my 


back is the least | can do. WE caver so much Ground by net having - 
to Wale anywhere. 


The proviem: There's very litle 
Food around. | need to catch us 
Something 40 ear. tm ganna set 
& ATES, USE SOME VEATIZS AS bait. 
Some crit tae will soiFE it out, 
For sure. Hopefully one Sechwab' 
and \-can cack in a por 
and Gnaw on. 





My trap Worked... Sart of. twas able to catch what | thought was a 
rabbit. The furry white ears were & dead Giveaway, and \ lasseed it up. 
Me and Schuabs were supposed to eat dead +oniahy:. 


frs \ pulled my rope in, | was battled by what \ had caudhr. 


A realite, litte Biv. 

Or at least she s@emed like one. 
She was territied when she saw me. 
She looked at me the way | looted 
at the ooozers as a «ad. 
De } really lock. that Scary? 





1 dropped my tidht Grip on the rope, and this warm, Fuzzy Feeling 
ONErCaMe me. \ cant describe how thrilled \ was to see this girl. For so 
many years the idéa of humans was merely a myth The erly survivors 
Were people with outsider DNA, like myself or Simon or the werewalves, 
\ stood there in awe and, without realizing it, \ smiled. Humans had survived, 
400. The Fiesr smile ld Flashed in manths. The Girl was plenty relieved 
when | l2ét her go. She almost smilad back, until she Bor a Glimpse af my 
damon teeth and sereeched and ran away. She rally baaked. | dent blame 
her. Vdent have the most weleaming of Grins. | need to Find out if 
there are others like her, so W be@ stalking her new. Like | do. 


From @ distance, of course. | dant want her +o Freak. out adi. 


LATER 


Unoelievanle! The gic belongs to an entire tribe! There must be clase 
tO A hundred of them, They're all dressed like her, With animal-stin hats 
and swearer hides. Aweseme camoutlage, really. Theyre so... interesting 
to waren. \ was foo young to have ary *2al m@mories of how pearl 


behaved and interacted. And my time with Simon was in & world of 
our own. We Werent trying to be human. We WSt tri@d to be... alive. 


still dont know For sure iF the tribe's human er not. Im lurking 
eutside their village trying to... wait. 1s she telling them about me? 
\oorta go o2@+ &@ closer listen. 


Well, theyre human, all ight, but they dont trust me at all. Their leader 
iS nice but Kinda dumb. \ went in to meet them and made the mistake 
of Showing them my +2@eth. Sust like the Girl, they Sreaked. \ must look 


IKE Some sort of beast to them, no better than ouc COMMON SNemy, 
the vampire. \ understand, theugh. Theyve veen tricked before, ust like 
\ was by that \erk vamp. 


\ should still stick close by. There are still plenty of vampires around. 
They ve been K2ERIING their distance. From me, For Good reason. But all 


this human vlood in one place is a disaster Waiting to happen. 


One WO loker... 





Last night the “Girl” (chat's what Im calling her now) had a change 
oF heart and snuck me a turkey 12g, like a peace LFering. They v2 
accepted me! Good thing, too, because without me on their side, 
this could all turn UuBhy real Fast. 


\ dont think they trust me@ entirely yet, but \ think they understand 
that if \d wanted to hurt them, | wouldve done it by now. 


They're on the move, and \Wmn Boing with them. The Girl's tribe have 

DEEN Packing up and ASSEMDbING the troops For a F2w days now. Theyre 
headed For the oc€an. They say there's an ald, rusty Freighter waiting 
Far them there, vid, enoudSh +o take them all fac, Fac awa y toS omeplace 
satrer. \m Joing +o Follow the humans to Pprorect them, 
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leant remember how long it's been. | didn't Feel lke doing, anything 


aktrer it happened. \ Got through it, Dut Vm still © IBhting, SOMething 
inside my own mind. 


Brutal? Or brave? Benevolence? Or betrayal? Broken? Or born again? 


The vampires were WAiting, For them at the docks. Deadly and powerful 


VAMPITSS CAME in Full Force, Far more damaging than \ ever could have. 
imagined. tr was bad. To make a long story short, | won. 


One of them had a weird name: “Hierophant.” He was strong, but | Was Fast. 
\ dusted him. But as he went down, he clawed me and Whispered, “There’s 
always a price.’ My Father's words play in my head like a broken record. 

I's as if he tnew this would happen. “Nature's a valance. There's always a 
price. For every Give, theres a take, and For every success, a sacrifice.’ 


The humans were saved, but | enew in my heart there was still 
something evil out there. \ could Feel it. A strong, dare presence 
\ could Fee) Coming, closer. | © inally saw him in the mist. 

The worst and most powerful vampire. 


The one \ have been training for, For what seemed like an erernity. 


See ome a cr 


What went on between us, ld rather not say. The darkest moments are 


over. The vampires are no longer a threat. Theyre Jone. Every last one. 
Their powers are still around, though. tn me. 


it's terrible carrying around the darkness left behind by those creatures 


we never Felt so trapped Within my own mind and body. A \ have leer 
are questions. Aind the nightmares. 


What if (ve become the vary monster \ once Feared? 


Im new part human, part damon, part vampire. 


i's Still 4o0 Intense For me to talk about. te der iInitely Freaked me out: 
Like the vamps, | can levitare. | can Sly. And plenty of other weird things 


\ don't want to tale. abou. IF it wasnt For the bad Fedlings, it might 
actually be fun. But it isn't, 





The Worst thing? The CYANING, 
The colar red is the trigger. t's a hunger. 
Im nor used to the New Me. i's averwhelming. 





might not be writing For a while. Im taking Schwatl away Fer a litle 
well-earned rest. Write some lyrics. maybe practice my axé, and try to 
rélax and Forder it all, at least For a litre while. 


Evan though | diane ask Tor these stupid powers, at least Flying will come 

in handy. Van carry Schwabl new, and we can cover mere Ground in less 
time. ist dant now how FHying or any of the POWERS Eally Work yet. 
So, fer barter or worse, a trip iS on€ way to Find out. | need to Bear 
our of here. 





Today | was RACKING A duLFEl bag Tar both of us and realized \ sheuld 
ITE A Sarg about haw Fre@aced out he been. 


Singing helps me det the dack stuPF out of my System. t det the byies. 





“Seeing Keck 
CA Song oy M. Aoadeer} 


idréarm of cherries, sweet strawternes 
load, Fire, Hetero. | need red. 


I dart: Aer a tase af jr, some learice, 
ir, dead, 


Im s@eing red, that's whar | said 
Im séeind rea. 


lr bryan live up in d ree 

Pond Sei dewn crimson crepe. saearls, 
Oh ne, Ie Shuck, someone call a Cire oruce 
Wh suce thar Fwe engine red up 


Scarlet lacks Se titary 
Petar 0S) bey erear Oy eersoNUTE, 
Pe Bee Wer ot 
eat Vedat camera my thie 


Im s82ing ved, that's what | said 


im s@eind ned, Warone! Mustie been that temas 


Expired like 2idhe days ages 


IM SONS. Beleind, you cannot trast WS MAKING my mind Ge crazy. y 


This is the @nd, Fac ry icleedlusr. 
WS yaad tae Strong 

Ww Feels sa wrendg 

Bet then it feels sa right 
Mavte yaar one bite 


ry s€2ing red 
Thats wher | seid 


i SLE red, 


Who am I? What have | dene +o my poor, dacling, Schwaole eee 


Oh Schwabl, tm se sorry! \ never intended te huct jou. The thirst has made 
me do somexhing, unfardivacle! 


ir Was So cald outside. so we took shelter in a cave and cuddled up tagerher, 
sate and Warm. | was so tired and happy | couldnt wait +o Tall ase. with 

you. | should have néver let my Guard down! | thought my wild drgams had 

Come to an end atrer being transformed. \ have been so consumed with my 
nen pewers that | had completely Forgerren about my old seit. The sleepwalking, 
the Soul Sucking... . Haw could | drink these would wet disappear??? 


\ dreamr we were lost high up in the tundra. Hundreds of miles of barren 
wildamness with ne trees ar shade and ne Feed or wares. By the time | realized 
WE WEre in dander, Id Grown too weak to Ty. The sunlidhg was Kling us. We Tele 


$0 r@al, Schwail. Ne reds, nothing \ could Feed on. find when | was about +0 
die For sure. \ had 40 take the only 2a | could Tind, 


On, Schwatl, Im so ashamed! Yeu trusted me, and in return | sucked the 
Calor Fram your soft red Fur! Taking revenge upen the vamps has hardened 


me, changed me into this... thing, When | drained all the réd From you.. 
it tuned you white, and weakened you even Further. 


ThE SHrEngth Plowing imre my ody Finally 
shook me out oF my dream. | wore. Lip 
ENEWING Something was terribly wrang, 
Lloak2d down at you, pale and limp in my 
arms, and realized | had drank. all che 
calor From my best and only Friend 

iN the world. \ almast threw up! 


Hew can | prust mysele with anyone ever 
AGAIN You trusted me k \ hurt you. 

Im the worst creature whe ever lived. 
Varn €22pInG you Warm while you wheeze 
and Broan, Pat you're dying, Schwabl! 

i need to save you. | need +o Tind help! 





The, Wizorcds 


ia heard about them From Simon when | was a litte Girl. Hed tell me 
Stori€s over {ne campfire. Se | wasny completely unprepared when 
i came upon Some of them, although | haa te play everything by ear. 


| needed ta revive. Schwab! atrerc 
ne@arly Kling Nim. \ tnew that Wizards 
dealt in rebirthing spelis and weird 
iGe-and-death stuce like thar. 
i Followed the sounds and wizard smells 
and stalked them For miles. | Creer 

up 40 their camp in the woads, | hid in 
bushes and 2anesdropped on their tale 
aver tne Cire. The leader read From 
amuSty book called “The Enchiridion;’ 


which sounded lke an ola book Far lasers. 


When they Fell asleep, | turned 

invisible, crept inte their came, and put 

my hand ever ene mouth of ene of 

the head wizards. \ hissed at him and 

4ald him \ needed a spell 4m reve 

the dead. He took. some convincing, 

but id learned a Few trices Fram 

the vampires. He was eratrier than 

he leoked, though. When he Finished 

writing the spell, he turned as if to 

leave, and then shor a TIQZEBALL 
Sram HIS Bory V4 Couldnt believe, i! 

V ducked yast in time, Grapbed his loser 


book, whacked him on the head With it, and 


INSTRUCTIONS 


HOW To REVIVE A BEAST 
FROM THE MAW cF DEATH: 


ONE 
DIG A SHALLow HOLE, 
FILL HoLE WITH ROSE PETALS 


THSo 
PLACE THE BEAST"’S CARCAS¢ 
IN THE HOLE 


THREE 
PLACE RUBIES ON ITS EYES, 
A CHICKEN ON (TS STOMACH, 
AND 
FLAPJACKS ON ITS PAWS 


FOUR 
RECITE THE INCANTATION: 
BEASTIE, GREASIE, 
DOGEIF, WOGGIE, 
MAPULAMUN! 
RISE! RtS&l RISEi 


FIVE 
ReP&aT THE BEAST’S NAME 
IN RISING INTONATIONS 


SPX 
FROM A GOLDEN CHALICE 
POUR WATER 
OVER THE BEAST 


AND THE BEAsT wiLL RISE! 


a 


ce — wie 


Flew away. Serves him right! | had +he book and the spell | needed. 


Schwael was WAITING. 


‘ 


a 


StwIAS. MUS 





\ did it. | saved him. |) resurrected Schwab. 


Vstill Fel Guilty about it, but his spirit is alive and well. \ can still pet 
him, and he wags his tail We before. He seems like hes half real dod, 
and half ghest. \ can stilt F2el him snuggling next to me at night, but 
oee in a while he's net Quire all there. f little less selid than before. 
The Geed news is that after a sclid cuddie-sesh, he szems Cine with 


v2ing undead. He's Dlad that \ won't have to Cace the warid alone. 
Because hes here with me now forever, and he loves me. 


Hl always regret what 
\ did. Vee my chirst 
9+ out of contrel. 


But at least 
h2s white now. 


Ne more TEMPTAtIONS. 





Schwab! and \ have been ying around the whole word +tOoGether. 

rs been Fun, but aFrer all our adventures, way exhausting. 
\ keep the Schwabster tucked in my coat when we Fly, or sometimes 

\ sling a belt around us and he rides on my back. find since he’s a little 
Ghostly now, he’s softer to cuddle with at nIOht. 


As we traveled, \ could see thar the 2arth is Slowly being buried in 
snow. t's as iF the storm was Following me. For a while | wondered if 
MAyoe Simon WAS trying +o Find me, or maybe the crown was +elling 


him +o déstroy the world with ice! 


Rind that’s when \ remembered two important things that made 
everything come Full circle, that gave me a PUCPOse: 


1. When my Dad was trying +o wise Me up to the Ways of the world, 
hé told me that the race oF vAaMPITES Were ancient. He said theya 
been on 2arth before humans, and that when the ice Ade bedan, 
they hibernated underground until it Was over. He said the livid 
dgad can Fall into a deep sleep For hundreds oF years it 
necessary. 


a Simon had once told me thar aFrer the war, we might ve in For 
a magical cataclysm. HE said it might take the Form of a very long 
global winter that could last For several hundred years. 


Since there were no signs of Civilization and no signs of Food, 
Wwe, made the decision to hibernate. \F a bear can do it, then a 


Bhost-pup and a human-demon-vampire Bil can do it. 


\ Found a cave near a veleano. k's POrected From the 2Zlements, 
and a little warmer than outside, at least. \ s@r up a cozy room 
With a pile of luminous rocks for a ni9htlighr. Well be sate here. 
Weve Jot our vlankies, sleeping bags, all snuggly, cuddling with my 
AoG3i2 and Hambo. Somehow \ Know that when | wake up, this 
wasteland will have. evelved. 


Whén | wake up, \ might meet my Dad again and Finally leaen the rest 
ef the story. Why | was alone, what happened between him and Mam. 


Bur 1 was lucky \ met Simon. | miss him so much. Maybe til see hirn again 
Someday, same@how. | leva him as much as \ lave my Dad. Mayoe more. 


Aerer our long sleep, when this madical icy cimare dissolves, | haope 
Schwabl and Hambe and | wake up ta Find ourselves in a New World and 
a New Bedinning. 


TWhese€ are the lasr things | want +a see before we hibernare, 


The pictures. 


My pillow’s wet 
with +@ars. 


Vee you, Mom. 


WSs perfec: 
that the last 
ching Vl see, is 
ou and me, 
so | can dr@am 
avout you. 


ON ig 


as 





- 
le a ee we = canes 


Im using The Enchicidien as my pillow. 
find \ thought ef ene more poem before we Go to sleep. 


Then Wi say Joadniahr, Mam, and Geadinight, world. 


“GOOD NIGHT, WORLD’ 

INSIDE, A Froz@n Warid Fersaken 
Haumbed by skeletal Bhasts whe mourn 
Ina hundred years, a Girl awakens 
Inte A mySterions r@alm revarn. 


Sle2p heals Ghostie dogs and you, 
So let it all Jo and Hear upstream, 
Fireties will light the world anew 
So 

clase 


Your” 
eyes, 


Marc2lineg, 
ana 


avream 


sale 


Awan 





ayy) 
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TMARTIN An 
OLIVIA OLSON 


are an actual father and daughter 
who play an evi] father and daughter on 


Cartoon Nelwork’s ./derniure Time. 


Olivia is an actress, singer-songwriter, 
and recording artist whw plays Marceline 
the Vampire Queen. As a songwriter, 
she wrote and sang songs for Disney's 
Phineas and Ferd. Olivia alse sang “All | 
Want for Christrnas ls Yeu? in the classic: 
film fove -fetuaddy. She wrote most of 
Marcy's Super Secret Scrapbank!t! 


Martin is a comedy writer, songwriter, 
and poet whe plays Hunsen Abadeer, 
Lord of Evil, on u-#dventure Lime. As a 
television writer, he has received four 
Limay neminations. Martin is known 
fur writing #/tneas and FerA, the Neu 
York Times hestselling Adventure Time 
Mneyelopaedia (Abrams, 2013), and lis 
satirical book Mneyelopaedia of I fet? 
(leral House, 2011). 


Martin and Olivia wish to thank their 
friend Pendleton Ward for inviting them 
into the beautitul world of u-#dventure fime. 
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“Lven if you're an adult _4doresvear Trae fan, the book will 


make you feel like you're 10 again.” 


“The... £.4crcLorarviA will appeal to_dovistere Trae tans 
who want to delve deeper j into the show’s mysterious back story 
and bizarre details.” —La#e LOS ANGELES LIMES 


“The... AnveATI RE Time Fixcrcroparnia will tell viewers ever 
they need to know about the post-apocaly Pee mi agicely Jand 
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. and its inhabitants.” 
oS 
7 “Fantastically weird and fun.” 
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